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CLAIMED BY DAD’S BEST FRIEND 


Brad 


Eight years ago, I did something stupid. Or rather, I got 
caught doing something stupid. Not wanting to see my 
business partner and single dad best friend go down, I took 
the rap and now it’s time, finally, to come home. 


I can’t wait to see Paul again, but where is he? 


It’s eight o’clock on a Sunday, I’m the only released inmate 
today... 


And then there she is. The one. 


Eight years? I would’ve waited eight hundred years if I’d 
known Riley, Paul’s daughter was going to be the one to 
come get me. If I’d known she was the one. But if I had 
known? It would’ve made life hell, knowing she was out 
there while I was in here. 


And there’s not a moment to lose, I’m not gonna wait 
another eight minutes before I stake my claim on her, the 
finest, smoothest, curviest piece of womanhood I’ve ever 
seen. 


I’m gonna claim her and make her my own. 


Sorry Paul, I took the fall for you once, but this time I’m 
falling double hard for your daughter. 


I guess we'll have to talk that over when we finally both get 
home. 


Riley 


Dad’s best friend went away when I was little, but I had a 
picture of him and dad, so I’d never forget what he did for 
us. 


Sometime in college, that picture took on a new meaning, 
giving me feelings I never had before, then I cropped out 
dad so there was only Brad. 


Once I see his huge hulking frame exit those prison gates, I 
know from his look, from the sounds he makes, that he’s 
staking his claim. That I’m gonna be his. 


I know he’s an older man and I’m a younger woman, but 
he’s a real man. The kind I only ever read about. The kind of 
man who knows what he wants and although I don’t 
understand why at first, Brad wants me. 


And I need Brad. 
Before I even speak a word, I know I’m his forever. 


If only I knew that dad would be happy for me, for us both. 
Just for once. 


But like anything worth doing, there’s always 
consequences, Brad knows all about those and he’s about to 
teach me a lesson in love as well as in learning what 
happens when you play with fire. 


*Claimed By Dad’s Best Friend is a SHORT insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Dad and Brad. It’s my favorite picture of Dad, taken when I 
was little. I used it as my screensaver on my phone for ages, 
until sometime in college. Then I edited the image so it was 
less Dad and more Brad. Sorry Dad, but I see you every day. 


Brad on the other hand... When I was old enough he 
somehow just did something to my insides every time I 
looked at my phone. 


I stare at his image, noticing my finger tremble a little over 
his lips on my screen as I wait out of front of the county jail 
to pick Brad up. He gets out today after eight years. 


I wonder if he still has that cute dimple when he smiles. 


The sound of the gates opening breaks my reverie, and I 
look up, gasping in expectation already. 


My heart was pounding against my ribs all the way here, 
and waiting for him, I thought it would burst. But when I 


see the wall that’s Brad coming down the gravel path, my 
heart actually stops. 


I’ve died and this is what heaven feels like. 


Brad’s been working out. I can see that at fifty feet. At thirty 
feet my mouths dry, with all remaining fluid in my body 
sinking to my suddenly aching center. 


At twenty feet, I sploosh. Feels like it anyway. I’ve never 
been one to touch myself after looking at pictures, thinking 
it’s silly when the real things out there walking around 
somewhere. 


Brad’s the real thing and he’s not just walking around 
somewhere, he’s walking right over to me. 


I want to get up, to get out of the car and welcome him, 
open the trunk at least so he can put his bag in it. But I’m 
frozen to the spot, my eyes glued to his as he gets closer, 
until all I can see is his crotch where the driver side window 
is. It’s not a low car, but Brad is tall, like six four. And thick, 
I notice. Even though it’s a cold day. 


His knuckle on the glass brings me back to earth and I can 
see my reflection fogging up the window slightly, my mouth 
actually gaping. 


It can’t be him. It must be someone else. It sure looks like 
him, just... bigger. Better. 


I wind the window down, the cold air hitting my face and 
neck, and then my chest. The tight white tee and no bra 
under my jacket stretches to a pleasing itch as my nipples 
stand to full attention. 


He leans over, just enough to see in through the open car 
window; my heart suddenly beating again, like someone 
stuffed a rabbit inside that itching chest of mine. 


“Riley?” he asks, in a low growl. Unsure and a little 
cautious. But a lot like the man I suddenly want to fuck 
would say my name. Like he does in every fantasy I have 
with him in it. 

I feel my head pumping a nod as I notice my hands on the 
edge of the door, both hands. Looking up at his chiseled jaw 
and smoldering dark eyes before settling back on his thick 
crotch. He smells like soap and real man. Denim and 
leather with something else... I don’t know what it is, but 
whatever it is, wasn’t in his damned picture. If it was, I 
would’ve rubbed myself raw by now. 


As soon as he knows it’s me, he relaxes, his huge shoulders 
lose some tension and he smiles. That winning, Brad 
Stevens smile, dimple included. 


It’s him. Oh my fucking god, it’s really him. 


“And you’re... here to pick me up?” he asks, coaxing me into 
action, his smile dancing in his eyes as he takes a step back. 
He’s probably freezing out there, and here I am looking at 
him like a silly schoolgirl with a crush instead of doing what 
I came here to do. 


I open the door to get out, still buckled in, I manage to 
unbuckle myself, before I step out of the car and slip on the 
edge of the path he’s standing on, toppling myself forward 
straight into his strong arms, which catch me out of reflex 
as if I were a child. 


I gasp from the shock of falling, then another sound escapes 
me. One that comes from somewhere deep inside me. The 
sound of my yearning for him. He has me under my arms 
and then lifts me up, setting me right, his arm hooking my 
waist naturally and pulling me close to him. 


“I got you,” he says huskily, as if it’s the most natural thing 
in the world to catch tumbling chubby girls in his first five 
minutes as a free man. 


“You okay?” he asks, and I notice his voice wavering as he 
draws me even closer, my whole body melting into his. My 
hands instinctively go up, flat against his huge thick chest 
and I rest against him. All of me against Brad. Nothing 
between us anymore. 


I feel both his arms around me, encircling me completely 
and I feel like I’m suddenly in the safest place in the whole 
world. A place I never want to leave. 


Another low sound comes from Brad, and without words, I 
know its meaning. It’s the sound an animal makes when it’s 
found something it wants to keep, the sound of a beast 
staking its claim on its mate. The sound of a male 
possessing his female. 


I shudder all over, feeling like something that shouldn’t 
happen in public is about to, in my panties. And all from his 
touch. His beautiful, strong and powerful touch. 


And I haven’t even said a word. 


We hold each other for what feels like forever. I can tell he 
doesn’t want to let go either, it’s like a hug that was due a 
lifetime ago, the one that makes your whole life perfect, 
finally catching up and delivering the good stuff for once. 
Why would I let go? 


But he eventually does loosen his grip, taking my face in his 
hands as I look up at him, still leaning into him, feeling his 
warmth and his hard body against me. 


“Pll drive.” Is all he says, and his thumb strokes my cheek 
as I feel the sudden rush of cold air between us. He picks up 
his bag and helps me to the passenger side, he opens the 


door, tossing his bag in back first, then settling me into the 
car before he lowers himself into the driver’s seat. 


Brad’s a big guy, but he looks like origami until he finds the 
lever on the custom built split bench seat dad put in for me, 
sliding his side back a good ten inches. 


“That’s better...” he groans, cracking his neck, smirking at 
me a little in the rear view with another of those low sounds 
escaping him. 


I can only watch, still unable to even form a thought, let 
alone speak. 


I feel my mouth gaping again, and then his tough guy look 
melts into his trademark smile again, laughing to himself. 


“Uh... keys? This isn’t someplace I wanna stick around, 
y know?” 


My hand shoots out, the single key on a rabbit’s foot dad 
gave me disappears into his huge fingers, making me gasp 
again at his touch, which he lingers before starting the 
Dodge and peeling out of the parking lot, straight out onto 
the narrow highway. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Eight years? I would’ve waited eight hundred years if I’d 
known Riley, Paul’s daughter was going to be the one to 
come get me. If I’d known she was the one. But if I had 
known? It would’ve made life hell, knowing she was out 
there while I was in here. 


She looks familiar, the car doesn’t. When did cars start to 
be made of plastic? Have I been inside that long? 


She’s too pretty, I tell myself. There’s no way that Paul 
would let his only daughter come all this way by herself to 
come get me. The young, busty woman I can see in the car 
has her blonde hair down, curls like ribbons. She has full 
lips and a round face, and her mouth’s open a little, like 
she’s just seen a ghost. 


I don’t want my first minute of freedom ruined by scaring 
some girl in a car who doesn’t know me, but there’s 
something about this girl that’s drawing me into her like a 
moth to a flame. 


But as soon as she winds that window down, as soon as I 
see her sparkling blue eyes and that cute button nose that 
wrinkles when she’s nervous. It’s Riley alright. And I feel 
something in me shift like never before. 


She’s all grown up. 
We’re both grown-ups now. 


Stepping out of the car, she has a short skirt on; the kind 
that lets me see something I haven’t for a long time as she 
gets out, even longer than the eight years I just spent 
inside. I let out such a sound at the sight of her, it’s almost 
too much for me to take in all at once. 


Last time I saw Riley, she was on her dad’s knee. A little 
over ten maybe. I only ever saw her in passing once her dad 
and I grew our car business after that. Then everything 
went south, and I got myself an eight year detention card 
from Uncle Sam. Do not pass go. Do not collect two 
hundred dollars. 


Now? Now she’s a young woman who could have any man 
she wants, I’m sure. I don’t have much to offer anyone, not 
today at least, but I just know, I feel it in my bones, and in 
another special place she’s the one. That it’s all been 
worthwhile because now I’m going home. 


Our home. I'll see to that as soon as I can. 


And before I know it, she’s in my arms, falls straight 
forward into me. My god but she feels so good, I feel my 
whole heart just melt as our bodies collide. She’s so light, 
but has an actual body. Not like all those Malibu Barbie’s 
the other guys have pinned up everywhere inside. All filled 
up with plastic and water balloons. 


I hold her by her waist, and then feel her whole body 
against mine as I hold her close to me, by instinct. Reaching 


the same conclusion I did as soon as I first laid eyes on her. 


She’s mine now. All mine. And nothing or nobody is ever 
gonna take her from me. 


It’s early and the road’s quiet, but there’s some ice so Ill 
take it easy, take my time with Riley next to me. I can feel 
her eyes on me, she hasn’t said a damned thing since I got 
out, but it’s alright. I’m starting to feel a little nervous now 
myself. Like I have a huge responsibility as well as a huge 
ache in my dick, riding up to my belly. 


I thought it was the vibrations from the road, but it’s Riley. 
Her smell, her whole body, that wonderful body I just held 
so Close to mine, sitting so close to me now. It’s like I have to 
struggle to even concentrate. I sneak a few looks in and 
she’s still there, gaping up at me. 


“If the wind changes, you'll stay like that...” I warn her, 
wishing I could say what I was really thinking. 


Leave that pretty mouth open long enough, I'll put 
something in it to make you smile, make you purr like a 
kitten. 


But I can’t say that. She’s Paul’s daughter, probably just shy. 


She’s mine, and you know she wants more than your dick in 
her mouth. Why don’t you just tell her? 


I take my eyes off the road just long enough to meet hers, 
gently closing her soft mouth with my thumb, pressing her 
chin up. 


She blushes, and catches my thumb with both hands. She 
holds it for a while and lets it fall down into her lap for a 
second, before the heat rising from the space between her 
legs makes me take it back, scared of what Ill do if it stays 
there a second longer. 


I’m supposed to be driving a damned Car. 


I can feel her pouting, she looks out the window. I feel a tiny 
stab in my heart, like I’ve hurt her by taking my hand away. 


“T gotta drive,” is all I can say. My jaw clenching in time with 
the voice in my head, a million things I should’ve said and 
done already and we aren’t even five miles from the jail. 


Everything I wanna say, do and be to her. Our whole life 
mapped out in just a few seconds and all from a single 
touch. 


CHAPTER THREE 


“T’ll go! I can do it!” 


I say it way too fast, too eager, making my dad suspicious. 
Not that he doesn’t trust his only daughter. 


“Why’re you so keen, Rye-ee?” he asks, wincing as he holds 
his cheek, the cotton wad in his mouth making it hard to 
speak. The pain from his tooth unbearable. He’s been up 
and down all night, making me restless with his pacing 
upstairs. 


“Because I don’t want you to miss the dentist, dad... you’re 
going to the dentist by the way, that rotten old tooth has to 
come out. No arguments!” 


“Ut wha ah-out Ah...?” he asks, adjusting the cotton and 
making a bad situation worse. Crying out before clenching 
his jaw and then really crying out. 


“TIl pick him up dad. You. Dentist.” I growl. “No more on 
the topic, alright? And no more talking.” 


I call our dentist, who is wise to dad’s tricks and readily 
agrees to an emergency consult before dad changes his 
mind again, then it’s settled. I’m picking up Brad from the 
jail. I better get moving if I’m gonna make it on time. Dad 
will have to wait until we get home to see Brad. They’ve 
kept in touch with phone calls and letters, but dad could 
never bring himself to visit Brad much. It’s too painful for 
him. 


And here I am, pouting like a spoiled child. All because Brad 
took his hand away. I feel stupid, but more embarrassed 
than anything. It feels like all those feelings I had a moment 
ago, like none of it matters to him anymore. Like maybe he 
didn’t feel it the same way I did. 


I’ve never had a boyfriend, so I don’t know how all that stuff 
works. I read for fun and I help dad with his business, doing 
the books mainly. Making sure we don’t get into the same 
trouble again, with the IRS and then the police. Poor Brad. 


It takes up all of our time, running a used car and 
machinery parts business, mostly supplying to farmers and 
country mechanics who have or service older cars, trucks 
and farm machinery. When Brad was in business with dad, 
back in the city, it was a million miles a minute, high 
turnover and top dollar for chopping and wrecking cars, 
dad didn’t know it at the time, but most of the cars were 
stolen. 


Brad knew, but business was so good he didn’t have the 
heart to break my dad’s, by telling him the dream business 
they’d built was based on hot cars. 


Oh Brad... 


I’ve had a major crush on him, his picture anyway, for the 
past few years. Having him so close and all to myself now, is 
better than anything I dreamed possible, and all after that 
incredible hug? I feel like I’m wasting valuable time. 


Then say something... he’s not a damned mind reader. 


I open my mouth to say something, turning away from the 
window, noticing his bright hazel eyes in the rear view. 


“T bet I know exactly what you’re thinking,” he says, matter 
of fact. “I can read your mind...” 


I grin, and squeeze my legs together, finally getting the 
courage to up speak. 


“What?” I ask, sounding as sassy as I feel. 


“T have no idea,” he says, stifling a laugh but smiling wide, 
“T’m just checking you can still talk. You know you haven’t 
said a word since I saw you five minutes ago?” 


I roll my eyes, kicking myself for being so rude. No wonder 
he’s acting like he doesn’t know what to do with me. He 
doesn’t. 


“Pm sorry,” I say softly, “I just... It’s...” I jump a little as I 
feel his huge warm hand on my leg, patting me but half 
gripping my whole thigh like it’s a can of something. Fits 
just right. 


“Its okay,” he teases me. “I’m just making sure I didn’t do 
or say anything to upset you, you alright?” 


I nod feverishly again, losing my voice because of the 
dryness in my mouth and concentration of moisture in my 
panties. I feel like I’m sitting in a puddle of pussy juice, 
sliding in my seat. 


“Where’s your dad at anyway?” Brad says, changing the 
topic, which is good in one way, but I kinda want to stay 
simmering in this pot of his stud induced wetness. 


“Dentist.” I stammer. “He had to go get his tooth out... 
emergency.” 


Brad glances at me side on, wincing. “ You serious?” 


My head’s bobbing again, and his eyes stray to my lap 
again, I can’t help it now. I’m pumping one foot and holding 
my legs together. It feels like I have to do something to try 
and soothe this ache. 


“You sure you're alright?” he asks, the tremor in his voice 
showing again and I catch a view of the thick line running 
straight up the front of his jeans. 


“You don’t need me to pull over or anything?” he asks, a 
rising sense of urgency in his own voice, which is still deep 
and rich. Smoky. Like a campfire, the embers underneath 
glowing white hot. 


Mine are anyway. 

How many hours to home? 

Shit. No way I’m gonna make it. 

I need to come. Like five minutes ago. 


“Huh. Hmm...” is the best I manage, my breath shuddering 
in spurts, until I whimper aloud as we hit a small pothole. 


I’m biting my lower lip, but stop. If anything else makes 
contact with my body down there right now, I swear I'll 
explode right here in this car seat. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


I’ve heard about it, guys inside saying they just couldn’t 
help themselves. Hell, plenty of them were at it all the time. 
But I always felt I was saving myself somehow. Like it was a 
waste to do anything sexual all by yourself. Like there was 
that someone special, walking around out there, waiting to 
meet me so I just had to bide my time until that day came 
along. 


This day. Today. 


Suddenly, I have two decade’s worth of lust backed up 
inside me and it’s wanting out. Right now and right up 
inside Riley. I have to have her. No bones about it and from 
the way she’s wiggling and twitching in that damned seat, 
I’d swear she’s just about to lift off all on her own. 


I hear a low beeping sound, like an alarm. I feel my heart 
shift in my chest and look in the mirror behind us, half 
expecting it all to be a put on, that it’s not real. Like I have 
to leave the dream life I just walked into and go back to jail. 


But the road’s empty. 


“What’s that noise?” I ask Riley and she makes a face, 
groaning, in a different way now. 


“Gas. Shit. Sorry, I forgot to fill up before I got to the jail.. 
dad did say... Oh... dammit!” 


“We should have enough,” I say confidently, looking at the 
red line of the gauge, not even twitching, just sagging. 


“It doesn’t work properly,” Riley announces. “I ran out of 
gas last week too,” she whines. 


“Dammit.” She’s really mad now, like her attention has 
shifted from me, to the car and she’s been interrupted. I 
feel bad and vow to make it up to her. As soon as she'll let 
me. I don’t want her feeling frustrated, angry, scared. 
Anything. I only want her feeling one thing, that thing we 
both felt back there at the jail. 


Forever. 


I ease off the gas some and figure we may as well just see 
how far we get. There’s bound to be a gas station at some 
point, but out here, that’s likely to be a hundred miles, not a 
few dozen miles away. 


“T was in such a rush and so early this morning, getting dad 
to the dentist...” she starts, thinking I’m mad at her, but my 
look of intensity is only for her now. The longer I spend in 
her company, the more it dawns on me how bad I need to 
make her mine. To fill her with my seed and make little 
Riley babies and live in a white picket fence house together. 
Simple. 


I’m not bothered about how much damn fuel’s in the car. rH 
damn well carry her wherever we need to go, as long as I’m 
with her. 


Everything is her from now on. 


“You mad?” she asks, picking up on the low growl I’m 
broadcasting. I let my eyes meet hers. It occurs to me, her 
being so fucking perfect, she’s bound to have a boyfriend. 
Or worse. Lots of girls settle down young now, the thought 
makes me suddenly edgy, uneasy. Mad. 


“You don’t... mean you haven’t..” But I can’t even bring 
myself to say it, it’s hard enough to think it as I grip the 
wheel tighter. My white knuckles threatening to crunch 
through the plastic steering wheel. 


She’s flushed red again, and I think for a second that she 
does. That she’s already taken. 


Of course she is you idiot, fucking look at her man! Who’d 
let that walk around unprotected unguarded. Unclaimed. 


Jesus. 


I punch my fist against the dash, and it cracks. Riley gasp 
and shifts back in her seat. I groan out loud. The last thing I 
want to do is frighten her. 


“TIl pay for that,” I growl, keeping my fist clenched. 


“So who is he?” I ask, trying to sound casual, but really just 
needing to know where the prick is so I can fucking end 
him. 
“Who?” Riley stammers, looking puzzled more than scared 
now. 


“Your boyfriend,” I growl, intoning each syllable, hoping to 
express how painful the concept is to me. 


She goes an even deeper shade of crimson and I fight the 
urge to lash out again, but my foot has grown heavy on the 
gas pedal instead. 


“I don’t... I mean... I never... I don’t have anyone, if that’s 
what you mean.” 


My eyes dart to hers. “What did you just say?” I ask, my 
voice like gravel and broken glass. 


She’s looking out the window again, and I can see her side 
on, her chest is heaving and she’s trying not to cry all of a 
sudden. 


The car’s gas alarm goes off again and I can hear my own 
heartbeat thrashing through my temples, beating against 
my chest like a tin mug. The bars of the prison all over 
again. 


Riley collects herself and without looking, she tells me loud 
and clear in a shaky voice. “I don’t have a boyfriend, Brad. I 
never have. And I don’t see what that’s got to do with 
anything, either.” she almost spits, fighting back tears as 
her lower lip trembles. 


And there it is, the double edged sword. I feel a thrill run 
through me, relief and joy at the news, but it’s so 
bittersweet, because for the second time in as many 
minutes I’ve made her doubt me. I’ve hurt her and I don’t 
ever want to do that again. 


Not ever. Not over the slightest thing. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


I should’ve let dad pick up his friend. I must’ve been 
dreaming if I thought a grown man would be interested in 
me. I’m shaking all over now, but for a very different 
reason. I feel like every other time when someone I liked 
either called me fat or just made a sly comment, rubbing my 
nose in the fact that I could never get a boyfriend, never get 
anyone. 


I’m about to ask Brad to stop the car, so I can get out, but 
the old girl seems to sense my mood and chooses her 
moment to finally die, sputtering for a few hundred yards 
before slowing to a complete stop as she runs out of gas. 
Brad manages to steer us off the highway, behind some 
high chaparral. 


As soon as the car stops, I’m out the door, having made sure 
to slam it extra hard. I’m stomping up the soft shoulder of 
the highway. Wobbling in my stupid semi high heels and 
crazy short skirt I wore. I actually thought he might be 


interested. I really thought, in my wildest of stupid fantasies 
he might actually... 


“Riley! Riley! What the hell... get back here, where are you 
going?” 


I can hear him calling out behind me, but I’m done. I don’t 
know how far I'll have to walk, but there’s no way I’m... 


“I’m sorry... Riley...god dammit.” I hear his voice getting 
mad again, his feet kicking up gravel before he breaks into 
a trot, then a run after me. 


I forget completely about the feeling we both had, back at 
the jail. It’s a reflex of mine to think the worst, but just this 
once I thought it would work out. I had my heart set on 
seeing Brad today. I so wanted to make him happy on his 
first day out, but it’s all gone to shit already. 


I feel like such a loser. 
I’m so stupid. 
Just a fat stupid loser. 


“Will you wait up?” He cries out, planting his heaving body 
in front of me, hardly even out of breath, with more concern 
than anger in his voice. 


“What just happened there? Riley? Talk to me, don’t just go 
running off, okay? It frightens me when you just take off, 
wotries me actually.” 


“You don’t need to worry about me,” I huff, hearing the 
emotion in my voice again and I try to push past him, but 
Brad’s not having it. He holds my elbow and as I try and 
storm off, I spin in the soft dirt, right around into his arms 
again. 


“Lemme go,” I spit and wrenching my arm away from him, 
away from his touch, I stubbornly march away from what I 
know deep in my heart is the best thing to ever happen to 
me. 


He calls my name one last time, but he isn’t following me 
anymore. 


Good. 


I keep walking, struggling to stay upright and feeling the 
chaffing of my thighs in around a hundred yards. I spot a 
boulder up ahead and, despite wincing in agony to get to it, 
I make it. Settling myself down on it to rest. Just to catch my 
breath. 


I don’t want to look back, don’t have to. I can hear Brad’s 
slow step crunching on the gravel of the shoulder of the 
highway. His long, deliberate steps giving me time to think 
about what to say or do now. 


I feel dumber than ever and feel like I’ll just die of 
embarrassment if he looks at me, let alone talks to me. 


I puff air out through my cheeks, not looking up as he puts 
his huge frame between what little sun there is and the 
boulder I’m sitting on, my legs firmly pressed together at 
the top, balancing the rest of me on tippy toes as my calves 
point out at an awkward angle. 


“Riley? Do I have to pick you up and carry you back with 
me? We can’t leave the car. That’s not a good idea.” 


Silence. 


“I’m sorry if I said something to upset you Riley.” He says 
finally, and I know he means it. He squats down in front of 
me, his eyes level with mine, putting a hand either side of 


me on the boulder. His scent, the sight of his muscles 
straining through his shirt. I know I can't stay mad at him. 


“Why would you say that though?” I ask, “About me not 
having a boyfriend. I really thought you’d be the last person 
to make fun of me like that...” I finally manage, feeling no 
better for having said it. Accusing him of something I know 
deep down couldn’t be true. 


Brad’s hands move from the boulder to mine, holding them 
so gently in his own. He squeezes them just enough to make 
me look up into his eyes, which are so dark, but reflecting 
the little light there is between us. 


“I got mad Riley, because I was in that damned car, telling 
myself that you had a boyfriend. That you didn’t want to talk 
to me because I’m just a rough old guy fresh outta jail,” he 
says, almost whispering. His own voice cracking with 
emotion. 


“If you think, for one second, that I’d make fun of you, for 
any reason-” but putting my own finger against his lips, I 
don’t let him finish. I can’t. I don’t want to see him hurting 
any more than he doesn’t want to hurt me. 


“T know you wouldn’t,” I tell him. “It’s just a habit of mine, 
after so many people, all my life... always making fun of me 
because I’m so...” 


“So what?” he says sharply, “So beautiful? So smart? So... 
sexy?” 

His brows go up and he starts to smile. I pretend like I want 
to stay mad at him, but I just can’t. 


As soon as those magic fingers touch mine, I know for sure 
that I am stupid, stupid for doubting my man for even one 


second. 


Because that’s what I think he is now, or at least wants to 
be. 


My man. He’s staked his claim just now. 


He’ll be my only. My first. And me his last. 


CHAP TER SIX 


There’s something about Riley, she makes me so wild. I feel 
so free just being close to her like this. And enough’s 
enough. I have to make my intentions clear. I’m not wasting 
another second of my life without her in it as my woman. 


I stand in front of her, letting another low growl escape me, 
feeling my front fill out as she stares at my cock, inches 
from her face through my jeans. 


“T want you Riley. I want you to be my girl. My woman. 
Understand? No jokes, no teasing. I mean it, I’m gonna 
make you mine if it’s the last thing I do.” 


She looks up at me, her eyes wide, pupils dilated and she 
only has time to mouth one word, ‘yes’ before I pick her up 
like a rag doll and throw her over one shoulder, strutting 
back the way we came, back to the car. 


She pretends to fight me, hitting my back softly with her 
fists and kicking her sweet legs. I can feel her fine ass as I 
cover as much of it as I can with one hand, my other hand 


keeping her legs from kicking out too far. Her legs rubbing 
together as she kicks, her breathing as she goes from 
protesting to purring. 


I’m loving every second of it and so is she. 


“What are you doing?” she puffs, each step of mine 
knocking the wind out of her words. 


“Tm claiming what’s mine, I’ve just laid eyes on you, I know, 
but I also know what I want and it’s you Riley,” I say gruffly, 
and give her ass a spank for good measure, which makes 
her moan over anything else. I can feel her legs gliding 
together with each step I take back to the car, my dick so 
hard now I think it’ll pop the rivets holding them together. 


Once we’re back near the car, I slow down and set her 
down again. Only to feel her grip straight back on to me, 
her hands like claws on my back, so I pick her up again, 
facing me as her legs wrap around my waist, her skirt 
riding all the way up. I slide both hands up her thighs as I 
rest her on the car’s hood. Our foreheads touching, eyes 
lost in each other. I know I’ve made the right choice. 


“I’ve never even kissed a boy,” she says so softly I can 
barely hear her. Her breath is short, like she’s having 
trouble breathing. 


“Pm no boy,” I remind her, and pulling her mound close 
against my body so she can feel all of me against her 
wetness, she gasps again. 


“We don’t have to kiss,” I suggest, “we can do lotsa other 
stuff if kissing’s too-” but she’s got her mouth on mine 
already. Her sweet lips the best thing I’ve tasted in my 
whole life. So smooth and sweet, like the rest of her. 


I don’t know a good or bad kisser either, don’t 
remembering the last time I kissed anyone, but kissing 


Riley? It’s like fireworks. All lit up and sparks flying 
everywhere, whether my eyes are open or closed, all I see 
and feel is magic. 


“T want you Riley, I wanna be inside you,” I growl as we both 
take some much needed air. I can’t help it now, I need to 
have her, all of her. 


She holds the back of my hands, guiding them up inside her 
creamy white thighs, and I can feel the heat from her long 
before my hands part her sweet pussy lips, tugging her 
sodden panties to one side, revealing my prize. 


Mine. 


She uses both my hands to hold herself open, gasping as 
she opens her legs as wide as she can. We don’t need to be 
shy now, the bushes are keeping us hidden from view and I 
think we're well enough acquainted for what’s to follow. 


I stand like an idiot, gaping open mouthed at how beautiful 
she looks, her sweet scent catching in the air between us, 
my own thick arousal aching to be joined to hers. 


With no prompting, I know what she needs, I get down on 
one knee, and as she leans back on the warm hood, I flick 
hers open with my tongue, making her curse out loud as 
she jerks and bucks a little. The first time this clit’s even 
been taken properly, I’m betting. 


In a matter of seconds, I can feel Riley starting to whimper, 
she’s so close I can taste it on her, like sweet nectar that I 
know I'll never get enough of. She grips my thick hair with 
both hands; and pressing my face hard against her mound, 
she cry-laughs then shudders. All her body tensing up as 
her pussy clenches open and closed with my own mouth 
matching its motion, clench for clench, my tongue dancing 


with her clit, extending her first proper orgasm to 
something we both know she'll never forget. 


But I know she’s not done. My girl needs more than that to 
satisfy her first taste of pleasure. I hold her in my mouth, 
gently now, until her rocking and shuddering subside. When 
she’s ready, and I know she’s going to soon, she starts to 
grind and thrust harder against my lips and mouth. 


She works herself into a frenzy, and I have no idea how I 
haven’t come in my pants. It’s the single hottest thing I’ve 
ever experienced and I know Riley is about to blow her 
stack for the second time in as many minutes. 


“Braaadddd...” 


Her calling out my name, growling it then screaming it so it 
bounces off the landscape, is music to my ears. 


Along with the word ‘yes’, which I plan to draw from her 
mouth in the not too distant future as well, I already plan to 
make her mine forever. 


CHAP TER SEVEN 


I feel like the whole day, even the past eight years of my life 
have been building up to this moment. I’ve never felt such a 
release, and Brad is so sweet about everything. Most boys, 
men. Any male would be wanting to get his right away just 
to please himself. But Brad is all about me, how I’m feeling 
and what I want. 


As he holds me after making me come what feels like 
buckets into his mouth. He kisses me hard and I feel the 
thrill of what he’s tasted from me to him and vice versa. 


My phone chimes from inside the car and I just know its 
dad. Brad gives me a look for a second, then rushes into the 
car to fish out my phone for me, handing it to me as I 
straighten myself up a little. 


It’s not dad. But a doctor. They had to take him into the 
hospital. Nothing too serious, but his mouth wouldn’t stop 
bleeding. Once they got him to hospital they did some blood 
work and he has a mild case of blood poisoning from his 


stinky old, rotten tooth he’s been putting off having out for 
as long as I can remember. 


Brad being Brad though, is hanging close by, whispering 
he’s wanting to talk to dad and I’ve got Doc Peterson in my 
other ear, trying to tell me what’s what. 


I want to worry, even blame myself for everything, like 
always. But Brad being so close, he’s like a rock for me 
already, plus the finest orgasms a girl can have doesn’t 
seem to have hurt too much either, making me calmer than 
I think I’ve ever been. 


Doc Peterson says he’ll call back in a few hours if he can, 
dad’s asleep now and only asked him to call while he could 
still talk, to let me know what was going on and to wish us 
godspeed in getting Brad home. 


Telling Brad all this after I hang up, he looks a little sour he 
couldn’t talk to dad, but then he goes quiet and even walks 
a little way off from the car into the chaparral. I know he’s 
thinking deeply about everything, and he’s turning to look 
back at me often, so I just let him go for now. Let him think 
things through in his own way. Like I know I have to as well. 


Dads gonna take this extra hard, I just know it. With Brad 
just being out of jail, it’s not the most sensible time for 
anything, that’ll be his reasonable argument. But myself, 
I’m seeing and feeling things very differently now and I just 
can’t wait to take things to the next level, for Brad to claim 
me as his girl properly. Making me a woman, finally. 


It takes a few more minutes, maybe even twenty, before it 
hits me that we don’t have any gas in the car either and I 
don’t recall hearing anyone drive by since we stopped. 


Brad comes back from the bushes and gives me a long hug 
and kiss, asks me if I’m warm enough, which I suddenly 


realize I’m not until I’m wrapped in his huge arms again, 
then I feel warm all over, inside and out. 


“We still need gas,” I tell him, stating the obvious. 


“Your dad ever drive this car,” he asks, “this open the 
back?” holding up the little rabbit’s foot that used to be 
dads. 


I nod yes to both and Brad pecks my cheek, “Then don’t 
worry baby. Everything just got super fuckin’ sweet.” He 
smiles, almost grinning like a madman and makes his way 
to the truck, which he pops like he’s done it a thousand 
times but never has. Not my car anyway. 


He can pop my trunk anytime... 


“Your dad’s a smart guy. Riley,” Brad says, producing a jerry 
can from the trunk. 


I breathe a sigh of relief, I would never have thought of 
looking there in a thousand years. 


“T think you and dad are both smart,” I respond, wanting to 
hook myself around him again, but he warns me off, 
friendly, on account of the gasoline. 


“T wouldn’t want to see you hurt, baby,” he says, matter of 
fact. I like it when he calls me baby, even though I’m not a 
baby anymore. It makes me feel like I belong to him already. 
It’s nice. 


So is the sound of the Dodge revving up and the sight of the 
highway receding behind us once Brad gets us moving 
again. 


“Quarter of a tank, that should get us someplace,” he says 
aloud, almost to himself. “How’s your dad holding up, 
really? Give it to me straight Riley, don’t be telling me it’s 


just his tooth and then I find out it’s something else when 
we get there. I love your dad like a brother, y’understand?” 


I nod feverishly, I feel the same, and assure Brad that the 
Doc is on the level and it really does sound like a minor 
issue that’s just crept up a notch but dad’s stable. Sleeping. 


“So where are we headed,” I ask, “home?” 


Brad gets that crazy grin again, and for some reason it 
gives me goosebumps, but in a good way. 


“Maybe we could stop off in town...” he says, but looks like 
he’s planning a surprise already, so I don’t press him for 
details. We have plenty of miles to cover to get to town 
anyway, so I pump up the heat and relax, asking Brad all 
those clichéd and annoying questions about being in jail 
that, like it or not, he knows he’s just gonna have to get 
used to. 


CHAP TER EIGHT 


I actually can remember Paul having a bad tooth he never 
got seen to, even before I went inside. When things were 
better for us both. Riley has a lot to ask, which I totally get. 
Having someone you know, getting to know them all over 
again when you’re older, and having them fresh out of jail is 
going to mean a lot of questions, but I match her pretty 
much question for question. 


It keeps coming to the front of my mind though, telling Paul. 
About us, I mean. I can’t claim his daughter as my own and 
keep it a secret. Apart from being impossible, that’s just not 
how I roll. If 1 do something, I do it a thousand percent, and 
if I have to pay a price for what I do, then sign me up. 


Isn’t that right Uncle Sam? Just like your free eight year 
holiday I took... 


That whole thing with the cars, I only found out they were 
hot about a year before we got busted. It would’ve killed 
Paul to see it all gone if we did things by the book, so I let it 
Slide a few times, until the people we used to get the parts 


from amped up our business for us, making us very busy 
but also pretty well off. 


Something Paul and I had ever experienced before, having 
money and with him being a single dad with Riley, I knew 
every cent counted as he wanted to make sure she got the 
best college education as well as a roof over her head. She 
never went without, and I can see why now, how he 
would’ve felt that way. I feel like protecting Riley like 
nothing else. Anything she needs or wants, I’ll make sure 
she has it. 


“Dad’s gonna be okay...” Riley says, noticing the worried 
look I must be sporting, which looking into the rear view 
shows me what I call my jail face. It’s not worried, but a 
little mean. Dark and brooding. A bit of fuck you mixed in 
with you wanna piece of me? Face. 


I clasp her hand in mine, and notice how small it is, I give it 
a kiss. 


“T know he will, he’s a tough cookie,” I say, feeling another 
wave of dread at the prospect of him finding out about Riley 
and me. 


It’ll break his heart. 
Or will it? 


Riley, like anybody’s daughter, needs a man or someone in 
their life to help support them. To be there for them. 


That’s me. 


“Brad?” Riley asks me thoughtfully, a little grin sliding up 
one corner of her mouth. 


“Would you have had your way with me back there? If dad 
hadn’t called, I mean...” 


The very idea sets my mind racing again, in a more positive 
direction away from the thought of hurting Paul, my best 
friend. 


“I won’t do anything to you that you don’t want,” I tell her. 
“I want you more than you'll ever know, Riley, but I won’t 
force it. I want you to give yourself to me when you’re-” 


“I am ready,” she announces, and the urgency in her voice 
makes my dick shift in a split second. 


I glance over to her, noticing her expression as she moves 
her legs further apart, hitching her skirt up so I can see. 


Damn, baby. Not when I’m drivin’! 


“T want you so much too, Brad... Right. In. Here.” she says, 
grabbing my hand again and sliding it right over her 
steaming mound. I want to snatch it back, to focus on the 
road, but she’s like a new drug that I just can’t get enough 
of. 


I can watch the road and please her at the same time... 


I snarl as she works herself onto my fingers, letting one, 
then two slip inside her dripping entrance. One hand is on 
my thigh, the other is on the hand rest as she climbs up and 
back and then eases herself fully onto my fingers. 


“Holy shit...” she whines, and I realize I’m struggling to 
focus on the road. I move my hand back over to me, slowly. I 
raise it to my mouth, inhaling her essence before putting 
both fingers into my mouth and moaning in low, deep 
satisfaction. 


“T want you Riley, but goddammit, I can’t drive a car and 
have you at the same time, can you wait?” 


The sound she makes is enough to make me want to pull 
over and take her right here in her seat. But no. Riley 


means more to me than that, it has to be special. 
D’ya hear that, dick? She’s special. You have to wait. 


I’m shaking my head in disbelief at how hot she’s making 
me, how hot she’s made herself. She’s writhing and 
wiggling in her seat, her hand moving up across my aching 
meat, rubbing it furiously through my pants. 


“Riley...” I warn her, but it’s like dealing with a woman 
possessed. She needs fucking and she needs it right now. 


“Brad... Braaad...” she pleads, almost sounding like she’s 
going to cry if I don’t help her. I feel a jolt of panic, thinking 
there might be something wrong with her. 


She grabs my hand again, and that’s enough. I pull over 
into a rest stop, which has presented itself at the perfect 
time. 


I park us behind some bushes and kill the motor, Riley’s 
eyes are wide, glassy and telling me she wants one thing 
only. 


I breathe out heavy through my nose, trying to calm myself. 
To focus. This puts all my plans of something special in 
jeopardy. 


“I wanted it to be special, Riley. Not in a damned car. A 
Dodge Intrepid? Jesus.” 


Her laughter is so light, but with an edge to it, she really is 
possessed. 


“It is special with you, Brad. But I can’t wait to get home, it 
feels like there’s such a terrible ache deep inside me, I need 
you in there... all of you... right now.” 


All right. That’s it. It’s not like we’re gonna be late for 
anything anyway if Paul’s in the hospital, we can go to the 


bank later, even tomorrow. In two slick movements I’ve 
unbuttoned my pants and have them around my knees. 


Riley’s eyes widen and her mouth gapes open again as she 
catches sight of my naked hardness for the first time. 


“Holy fucking shit...” she gasps. 
You still wanna play little girl? Then let’s play. 


CHAPTER NINE 


I wanted to wait, but since Brad made me come, putting his 
mouth over me like that. It’s all I want to do. Dad’s alright 
at the hospital, and he’s sleeping anyway. What he doesn’t 
know can’t hurt him. We’re miles away. At least a hundred 
miles away. 


This urgent need to have Brad inside me, that’s all I care 
about right now. If I’m gonna be his woman, then damn well 
do it and make me a woman, I can’t fucking wait a split 
second longer. It feels like I’m about to burst. 


And then he skids us to a stop in a rest stop, has his pants 
off before I can blink and there it is. It’s like the most 
beautiful, scariest thing I’ve ever seen in all my life. And 
straight away all I want to do is touch it, to feel it and to put 
it in my mouth and see how much of his huge cock I can 
suck on before I sit on it and make him come deep inside 
me. 


“See this Riley?” Brad asks me, his thick fat cock sticking 
straight up past his belly button as he lifts his shirt up, his 


abs clenching in time with his breathing, a thick bead of 
clear fluid running from its giant, swollen purple head as I 
watch both my hands reaching out for it. 


“This is what you do to me, this is how I’ve been since I saw 
your face as soon as I walked out of those gates. It’s like a 
damned electric current’s been put to it...” 


I know he wanted to wait, I did too. I really did. But now 
that I’ve seen his huge monster, he’s not going anywhere 
but inside me. 


He wants to protest some more, about me ruining his plans 
to make this special, but at the same time, he’s wasting no 
time in pulling me closer to him, my eyes widening again as 
I figure out how that things gonna fit inside of me. It’s so 
hot too, like a living creature, it feels like he’s running a 
temperature he’s so hot down there. It presses against my 
chest as I lean forward, repositioning myself inside the car 
and I feel it swell and twitch against me, making Brad 
moan. 


I take his dick in both hands, one on top of each other and 
I’m counting how many more hands I’d need to take it all. 


Man’s a damned horse. I’m gonna need a fucking saddle... 


I open my mouth as wide as I can and his hot smoothness, 
the heavy flow of his precome on my lips, it makes me want 
to come and I can feel my third climax for the day slotting 
itself into my chamber, ready for him. 


“Are you positive?” Brad says, lifting my face with his thumb 
to meet his eyes, “because I’m gonna take you as my own 
Riley. I’m gonna put this so far up inside you and fill you up, 
make you mine... all mine. I wanna hear you say it baby... 
tell me you’re mine.” 


My head’s shaking as much as my hands, trying to keep a 
grip on him and stop myself from coming, it’s all too much. 
But of course I say it. Of course I want him inside me. I am 
his, all of me. 


“Oh Brad, I belong to you... take me, fuck me hard and put 
a baby up inside me... let me be yours forever.” 


The growl that comes out of him is answer enough, a deep, 
satisfied sound of a wild beast who’s about to devour its 


prey. 
He has me, and I’m all his. 


He shimmies over the bench seat, away from the steering 
wheel and I instinctively straddle him, bending myself over 
a full ninety degrees to even clear his cock before I can 
impale myself on it. I whimper his name a dozen times, my 
legs shaking so much it feels like they’re going to buckle 
under my weight, but Brad’s strong hands are on my ass 
and behind my thigh, holding me up like I weigh nothing. 


I put my mouth over his, feeling his own breath as frantic 
and hot as my own. With two hands I spread myself open, 
easing myself over the head of his huge cock, groaning at 
how much he stretches me, but more from how fucking 
good he feels. 


“Take it easy baby,” he coaches me, “Take your time...” 


But I don’t have time, I’m so wet, so damned horny I can’t 
wait another second and I ease myself down onto him as far 
as I can go, the sharp stab of pain quickly turning to a 
warm, wet rush and within seconds, I’m bucking and 
grinding against his rod like I was made for it. 


I can feel there’s plenty of him left over, but all my nervous 
fear dissipates as soon as he’s inside me. He holds me so 


tight, kissing me so tenderly, I can’t ever remember feeling 
anything so powerful in all my life. 


His grunts of pleasure and my moans of delight, mixed with 
a little bit of yowling and some laughs as we try to navigate 
his six foot four frame and his massive pole, plus my curvy 
ram, all inside a Dodge Intrepid. It’s what makes it special 
for me, for us both. And even before he finishes pleasuring 
me, I know this is the right thing to do, that I belong to 
Brad forever now. 


If Brad was worried about making this special, he’s got 
nothing to fear. Holding his hand makes me feel like the 
Queen of an empire. I feel my own heat rising and my 
breath goes up in time with my cries and I grip onto him as 
I shudder uncontrollably, the force of it letting me take the 
remainder of him, all the way deep inside of me. I literally 
scream his name as I spasm and jerk on his cock and then it 
happens. 


His eyes go wide and he pulls me straight down onto him, 
his jaw clenched, with every perfect muscle in his body tight 
as he fills me with his load. Pumping me with pulse after 
pulse of his seed. Giving me the best, most intense climax so 
far. 


CHAPTER TEN 


I stand corrected. Riley’s right. Anything, anywhere with 
her is special. My plans for romance are still there, but she 
needed me like nothing else, and boy, did she take me and 
work me for everything I'm worth. 


We sit holding each other, her still on top of my lap with me 
all the way inside her, for I don’t know how long. The sound 
of our frantic breathing eventually becomes soft. Our cries 
and moans have died down to little soft sounds, whispers 
and soft kisses. 


When I do eventually slide out of her, she pouts, then pats 
my leg before kissing me deeply, letting me know she’s 
ready again as soon as I am, which is anytime soon. My dick 
hasn’t really gone to sleep at all and watching her get out of 
the car and stretch some, what clothes she has left on 
slipping this way and that, I’m at full attention again in 
seconds. 


But I don’t want her out there, half-naked. I pull my own 
jeans up and get out too, having a quick look around, 


making double sure nobody else is around. 


“Scared someone will see?” she teases me, and pulling her 
closer I tell her straight up. “Nobody gets to see you like 
this except me... not now. Not ever. You’re mine now Riley 
and I intend to keep it that way.” 


She nods in agreement before reminding me of the same, 
“And you’re mine, Brad Stevens... don’t be forgetting that 
either.” she says sternly, wagging a finger at me, which I 
catch, putting it in my mouth to suck on as she tries to 
cover herself, but I only manage in making her more naked 
than ever. 


After we manage to straighten our clothes out, I find a 
faucet of water and we freshen up our hands and faces. 
Riley teases her hair out with her fingers and I feel, almost, 
like I don’t look like someone who’s just had sex in a car. 
But if I look anything like Riley does, I don’t think that’s 
completely true. 


“We should keep going,” I let her know, looking at what 
dwindling sun there’s left in the sky. “You hungry?” I ask 
her, and she nods furiously. 


“That’s what I thought, let’s go see if we can’t find gas and 
a burger on the way home, huh? I thought I had so many 
things I wanted to have once I got out...yet you’ve made me 
forget every single one of them.” 


Taking her hand in mine, we saunter back to the car. Once I 
check that Riley’s alright, that she can contain herself for at 
least another few hours, we’re on our way again. 


Riley’s asleep, her head in my lap as we approach a gas 
station with a diner. The slowing of the car wakes her up 


but she lingers in my lap, clawing at my thighs gently as she 
presses her face deeper into me. It’s enough to make me 
hard for her all over again, ruining my chances of being 
decent when I get out of the car. 


Noticing my predicament, she smiles, pecking my cheek. 
“TI fill ‘er up. You think about sports or something.” 


I smile sarcastically, wishing it was as easy as that to control 
myself once she’s close to me. I watch her get out, that fine, 
heart shaped ass, moving in time with the rest of her body. 
The body I know now belongs to me. 


She goes around the back of the car, opening the cap to fill 
up on the driver’s side. I know she can manage, but I want 
to do it for her, I suddenly want to do everything for her, but 
she knows how to pump gas, that’s for sure. 


Amongst other things. 


Glancing around, it seems practically deserted, so I lean 
back in my seat, letting my eyes rest and damn, if my dick 
doesn’t actually start to relax once I take my eyes off her. 


The humming of the gas pumping, the breeze blowing 
through the open window of the car, I almost drift off 
completely. 


Until I hear it. 
Someone whistling. Catcalling at my woman. 


I sit upright, my eyes going straight to the source. A couple 
of guys heading to their car, eyeing Riley as she fills up. 


I’m out of the car in a second, moving straight for them. The 
tall one, if you call six feet, tall. He sees me and stops, 
holding up both hands. The smaller one, he’s scuttling to 
the other side of their car. 


“We didn’t see you man... didn’t mean anything by it, I 
Swear,” cries out the tall guy. Mountain man. One of those 
wannabe men with a soft beard, checkered shirt and tattoos 
of cartoon characters up his skinny arms. 


I growl loud enough to let him know it's too late for 
apologies, and before I can get a hand to him, they’re both 
in the car, but it won’t start. 


Dear me. 


I go right up to tall guys window, tapping on it. I give hima 
chance to lower the window, giving him the slightest hand 
signal to let it down, I just wanna talk. But mountain man’s 
whining, I can hear him, and I think, from the color of his 
friend’s pants, that he just pissed himself. 


My hand’s back, ready to go through the glass, when I hear 
Riley calling out, begging me not to do it. 


“Brad, No! I don’t want you back in jail. Just stop, wait.” 


My eyes narrow on the two punks and their hybrid vehicle 
springs to life, zipping away as I stand there, both fists 
clenched, fury dripping from me as I fight the urge to get in 
Riley’s car and chase them down, make them pay for 
disrespecting my woman like that. 


Riley’s soft hands on the hardness of my body bring me 
back. 


“Tt’s not worth it Brad, seriously. You wanna go back to jail 
because someone whistles at me...? I need you out here. 
Not in there.” 


I turn to face her, tears welling in her eyes. I hold her so 
tight, so close. Cursing those punks and everyone like them, 
vowing gruffly into her ear that nobody disrespects my 
woman like that, not ever. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


After our dramatic entrance, I manage to find some track 
pants and a sweater in the bag I sometimes keep in my car. 
My emergency clothes. Now I know what that really means. 
Brad is suitably calmer once I put some more clothes on 
after freshening up as he waits outside the door of the 
bathroom, growling at anyone who even looks at the door. 


The small crowd in the diner looks at their meals or out the 
window as Brad and I walk in. The older lady serving isn’t 
fazed though and gives Brad a wink, which doesn’t bother 
me. “Good for you darlin’ Standing up for your girl like 
that... a rare thing nowadays to see a real man.” If she 
wasn’t a hundred, I’d be jealous but she’s more like 
someone’s grandma, so I let the comment slide and Brad 
grunts, giving me the J told you so look before we study the 
menu board, deciding on some steaks and fries with root 
beer and pie with ice cream for dessert. 


“That'll be a start,” Brad says, eyeing the food as it arrives. 
“Tve waited eight years for real meat and this looks like just 


the ticket.” 


I watch him eat and it makes me feel warm inside. Knowing 
he can only get happier and stronger eating real food, living 
a real life. A life with me. Our life now. 


Once we’re finished, I ask if he feels better. “Yeah, yeah I 
do...” he muses, and then gives a hearty laugh, making a 
few people turn to look, while everyone else looks out the 
window again. 


“T’m sorry Riley, sorry if I embarrassed you. I just got mad 
there when those clowns treated you like that.” 


I shrug, finishing the last of my pie in one go. “I’m used to it, 
some people... most people, they’re just nasty.” 


“What do you mean?” he asks, putting on that face again, 
the one he wore walking out of jail. 


I shrug, “Just some people make fun of fat people. Happens 
all the time,” I say casually, not even registering how mad 
he’s starting to look. 


“Riley.” He growls, grinding his jaw, “can you not say that 
please, like ever? You are not and I won’t have you saying 
that about yourself, alright? Case closed.” 


I let it go, not wanting another scene, and feeling full 
myself, to the point of being tired, I wonder if coffee is a 
good idea. We really should keep going or we’ll never get 
home. 


Brad must read my mind because as he goes to pay, he asks 
me which size coffee I want to take with us. 


I know better now than to offer to pay for both of us, and 
the gas. Brad’s a gentleman and me his woman now. He 
won’t have anything to do with me offering to pay for 
anything. 


“Pll have what you have, babe,” I tell him, and I mean it. 
Whatever Brad wants, however he wants things to be, it’s 
fine by me. As long as I’m near him. 


He pays, and while we wait for our coffees, he pulls me in 
close, wrapping both his huge arms around me, kissing the 
top of my head. I feel like I belong for the first time in my 
life, out in public, in the car, anywhere. I finally feel like I’m 
okay with myself with Brad by my side. He completes me. 


“How far is it now?” Brad asks, “My memory of this part of 
the world... It’s rusty. Last time I came this way was in a 
prison bus.” 


“About a half hour,” I chime, taking the coffees and with 
Brad's hand on my back, he holds the swing door open for 
me from behind, reaching his huge frame over so I can get 
through. 


“Can you try the hospital again, that doctor? I wanna see 
your dad if I can. Today.” He says, bringing the Dodge to life 
and resuming our place back on the freeway, which has 
filled up some with the Sunday drivers and weekenders 
making their way to or from wherever they’re going. 


I feel so different now, like a real woman. A complete, whole 
person. I just know it’s going to be hard to see my dad and 
not just spelled out for him, as if it isn’t obvious enough 
about Brad and me. 


I feel Brad’s hand in mine as I stare out the window, 
thinking about it again and again. The closer we get to 
town, the larger it all seems to loom up in front of me. But 
not as big as Brad. 


“Tt’s alright, Riley,” he reassures me again. “Everything will 
work out fine, you’ll see.” 


I hesitate for a minute, but after a few glances from Brad, I 
hit return call on my phone and manage to get hold of Doc 
Peterson, who puts me onto a nurse who gets dad on the 
phone. He sounds pretty out to it and I can’t understand 
him much. Then he dozes off mid- sentence, the nurse 
telling me he still has his jaw packed with gauze and should 
be more awake by the time we get there, if we’re coming in. 


Brad asks if we have insurance and I shrug. I don’t think so, 
but I’m not sure. I didn’t think about that in the early hours 
of the morning, back when I was a starry eyed young girl, 
volunteering to pick Brad up all on my own. It seems so 
long ago, but it was only a few hours ago really. 


Once we hit the city limits, I notice Brad looking a little 
edgy. Angry, then finally, that same look he had at the diner 
comes back as a guy cuts us off. 


“Ah, okay tough guy. I'll drive from here. The world... people 
are different to eight years ago Brad. Sorry, but they just 
are. I don’t want you losing your shit again today, alright?” I 
say, trying to sound like it’s a suggestion, but I really mean 
it. 

Surprisingly, Brad pulls over straight away, holding his 
hands up and laughing before patting me on the leg and 
kissing my cheek. 


“You’re damned right. Riley. I concede defeat today at least. 
There’s a lot I have to get used to all over again, but thank 
you for putting up with me, letting me drive the freeway 
stretch at least. I had fun.” 


We both look at each other and start to laugh. 


“T think we both had fun,” I tease him. But I know what he 
means. It’s a big step, even for a guy as big and tough as 
Brad, to get used to the outside world again, even though 


he was only in medium security prison, it’s still a shock to 
his system. 


At least we know his balls have been drained... slightly. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


If being with Riley, finding her as the one I wanted to claim 
as my woman was surreal, everything else today was more 
like visiting a different planet. What’s wrong with people? I 
don’t remember any time I can remember when people 
were so hard on each other and themselves, so selfish and 
so damned rude. And that’s coming from a guy who just 
spent eight straight on the inside. 


Things can get bad in there, but day to day life, we all gotta 
get through it, so we just have to be what we are, to get it 
done. Day after day until our times up. People today, they 
think they have nothing but time, screaming at everyone to 
get out of their way. 


‘Get out of your own way.’ Best advice I ever got. That was 
from Riley’s dad, almost twenty years ago. It didn’t save me 
though, not back then, but it sure helped me get through 
the eight years stretch I had. That’s for sure. 


Riley’s immune to it though, and without too much fuss, 
we’re at the county hospital and she’s leading the way like 


she’s been here a hundred times before. Me? I’m hoping 
that damned bank is still in town. It wasn’t where it used to 
be when we drove past just now. Or was it on the other side 
of town? I just don’t know anymore. The only thing I do 
know, is that without Riley, today would’ve ended badly for 
me, I know that much already. 


I reach out for her hand as we get up to the floor she knows 
her dad’s on, but she looks at me funny. I feel it burn in my 
chest, like a hurt I’ve never had before. The thought of 
suddenly not being able to reach out and touch her, it isn’t 
right. 


“Just for a while, okay?” she asks, pleading with her eyes, 
then giving in, grabbing a hold of me and squeezing my 
dick through my pants to make up for it. “Let just lay low 
until we can let dad know, alright?” 


I growl in disapproval, but feel mild satisfaction at her 
having grabbed me like that. I like it when she’s rough with 
me. I hope there’s more of that coming later. 


“Maybe I should go in first,” Riley suggests after we get 
Paul’s room number from the nurse at the station, but I’m 
already ahead of her. No way am I waiting another minute 
to see my best friend, not after eight years. 


Almost. He did visit some early on, but it was harder for him 
than me I think, seeing me inside while he got to go home. 
He always blamed himself for me going to jail, but I kept 
reminding him, it was the only way for him to stay home 
with Riley, who was so young back then. I couldn’t have his 
family broken up, not on account of a stupid 
misunderstanding over car parts. 


But before I even get to the door, I’m seized by a wave of 
guilt that comes over me suddenly. About Riley and what I 
have done. All that on top of the knowing, I knew exactly 


what I was doing eight years ago, all those car parts. I knew 
they were hot. But it made me feel like I was doing 
something good, helping Paul provide for his daughter and 
himself like that, running our own lives. On our terms for 
once. 


It was all I could do when we got caught. I came clean and 
told them it was all my doing. Although the business was in 
Paul’s name, he didn’t really know what was happening, the 
judge dropped the felony charges against him, but still hit 
him with a huge fine. Me being me, I tried to jump the rail 
and give him a dose of his own medicine. That’s what 
earned me the eight year stretch. 


If I’d just stood there, like a great big dummy, like the 
lawyer told me to, I would’ve got maybe three years, 
eighteen months with good behavior. But that judge 
though, what a devil. Fining a single father with a baby girl 
all that money. 


I bet the judge drives one of those hybrid cars by now, like 
mountain man and piss boy from the diner. What’s wrong 
with people today? 


Before I even finish stepping into the room, the same 
judgement feels like it’s coming down on me all over again. 
The nurse must be the same one Riley spoke to on the 
phone, she’s there. Damn well introduces me as Riley’s 
boyfriend. 


Paul looks up, and for a split second, it’s in my eyes. He 
knows something isn’t right between me and his daughter. 
Not as it should be, in his mind anyway. 


Then Riley steps in, catching the look her dad and I share. 
His eyes go to hers next and they’ve got the same message 
written in them as I do in mine, guilty as charged. 


Riley rushes over, planting one on his cheek and stroking 
his face gently, being extra careful to mind the left side. 
Paul’s all banged up, like he’s taken a hit. It must’ve been a 
hell of a job they did on his jaw. 


He sits up, wincing as he adjusts his pillows, Riley fussing 
over him. I’m standing there like an idiot now, too scared to 
blink, thinking he knows everything I’ve done today just 
from a single look. 


But he doesn’t. Not everything. He only gets the gist of it, 
all from just looking at me, which is bad enough. 


“Three hour round trip Riley... took you nearly seven 
hours?” 


His voice is a little muffled, but we hear what he means just 
fine. 


“How are ya Paul?” I finally manage, “apart from the 
obvious...” 


“Apart from the... obvious...” he repeats, then breathes out 
heavily through his nose. 


His eyes narrow on mine. I never was a good liar, and the 
battle inside me right now, to tell him straight up or to just 
leave it, well. It’s tearing me apart. 


I guess Riley feels the same, she can’t take it. The tension in 
the air is suddenly too much for her. 


“Excuse me,” she blurts out, “I gotta go to the ladies room,” 
and she hustles out, leaving me and Paul. He’s really 
eyeballing me now. 


“Doc says I got some sort of blood poisoning, I’ll be fine ina 
day or two... they got to it just in time he says.” 


I nod and look at the empty seat next to his bed, but 
something tells me I won’t be staying long enough to sit 
down. If he wasn’t sick, if he was standing, I’d tell him 
straight out. But seeing him laid out, with Riley so upset 
now. I don’t know what to do, except that I want to go to 
Riley. That much I do know. 


“Eight years,” I start to tell him. “Eight years I sat in that 
place, waiting for today... to get out, Paul. And here it is.” 


“Cut the crap Brad,” he growls. There’s a long, drawn out 
silence before he finally says what we’re both thinking. 


“Did you and Riley... Are you...?” he can’t even bring himself 
to say it, and not just from the pain in his jaw, but I nod. 


“Pm not gonna lie to you, Paul. You sorta just asked and I’m 
telling you straight up. Yeah. Riley and me. That’s the way it 
is now.” 


I hear my voice. It’s deep, strong and I feel myself stand 
straighter when I tell him. Because it’s the truth. It is how 
it’s gonna be from now on, no matter whether he or 
anybody else doesn’t like it. 


“Get out,” is all he says. He looks straight up at the ceiling, 
and I can’t think of anything else I want to say, so I leave. I 
go out into the hall and there’s Riley, crying on a chair. 


I put my arms her, rubbing her back. 


“He knows.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


I never thought I’d have to make a choice between my dad 
and anybody else. Especially not since this morning, but it’s 
starting to look a lot like that. I know he doesn’t want to 
hear it, but he asked Brad and now he’s asking me, if it’s 
true. 


If I had sex with Brad. 


When he asks me, he makes it sound like it’s a bad thing. 
Like it’s wrong. Which it isn’t. 

“Maybe we should talk about this when you’re feeling 
better, dad. The doctor said you-” 

But he cuts me off. He’s more upset than angry. Hurt. 


“How long has this been going on, Riley? Now I know why 
you were so keen to send me off to the doctor... So you 
could go and... Oh my god...! It’s just...” 


I can feel Brad out in the hallway still, even catching one of 
his mean sounding growls as he tries to muster his 


patience. 


“How long, Riley? I need to know now,” he asks me again, 
his eyes are moist and his hands are clenched by his sides. I 
feel bad for him I do, but it’s not the end of the world. It 
feels like mine is just beginning. 


“Since about nine o’clock,” I say, not even trying to sound 
smart. 


Brad groans from the hallway. 


Dad buzzes the nurse, who arrives with the doctor. They 
see how upset Dad is and suggest I come back a little later, 
maybe alone next time. 


“Excitement of any kind, especially talking... shouting? Not 
recommended right now,” Doc Peterson says, frowning. 
Gauging the entire situation at a glance. 


“Nobody’s shouting...” I murmur. 


I look to dad but his face is turned away now, and I feel 
sorry for him. I wanted him to be happy for me and Brad, 
hopefully he can be in time. I do get that it’s not the best 
day for him, being in hospital with his jaw all messed up and 
the blood poisoning thing. But I really thought he might be 
happy for me. 


Out in the hall, I ask the doctor how long until he gets 
better, and Brad makes sure he keeps out of the doorway 
when he puts his arms around me, not wanting dad to see, 
only so it doesn’t upset him any more than we already have. 


“He should be fine in a day or two... he’s responding well to 
the antibiotics. It’s mainly a precautionary measure to keep 
him,” the Doc says, smiling curtly before checking his folder 
and excusing himself to go deal with his other patients. 
“Oh!” he adds before he goes, “be sure and check in with 


the nursing staff about your dad’s insurance before you go, 
thanks.” 


I feel my shoulders sink, I feel sick in my stomach. Of all the 
places to make me feel so ill, in a hospital. 


I know we don’t have insurance. We have whatever’s in the 
bank, which is a float for the postal service and warehouse 
rent. 


We’re not insurance people. 


“See, baby. It'll be alright. He’ll get better in a few days.” 
Brad says, encouraging me again by rubbing my back, 
which has a very different effect. 


“T know,” I tell him, my voice already wavering, “I just wish 
he was happy for us...” 


Brad takes my hand and we walk down the hall towards the 
elevator. I make sure to speed him up once we get to the 
empty nurses station. 


Nobody there? Oh no. Guess we'll have to talk insurance 
some other time. Sorry. 


“Give him time Riley,” Brad says. “I keep telling myself that 
y know. Give him time.” 


“What day is it?” Brad asks as we get back in the car. 
“Sunday,” I say, looking at him oddly. 


He looks annoyed, then grins apologetically, “I’m sorry, 
baby. Gets so I don’t know the days of the damned week 
anymore... every day’s the same inside.” 


I feel bad for reminding him, but wonder why what day it is 
that matters so much, but Brad’s not telling. He has 
something planned, I know it. And it’s not a Sunday thing. 


“I just want to remember the day the rest of my life 
started,” he says, leaning in to kiss me, “... with you, baby.” 


I try not to choke up, but his words make my chest ache 
when he talks like that. It makes me feel so damned special, 
it really hurts in the best way possible. 


“Are you Okay though?” he asks me next. I know he wants to 
make sure I’m okay with what’s happening. 


“T thought he’d be madder, to be honest. But he is in the 
hospital. But I also wanted him to be happy for me for once, 
instead of always wanting to treat me like a child. I’m not.” I 
say, trying not to sound hurt. 


Brad knows what I mean and I think we decide not to talk 
about it, just for a little while. We don’t want to bring down 
the feeling of our day too much. 


“TIl call the hospital later, see how he’s doing,” is all I say. 
And we leave it at that. 


“Home?” I suggest and it’s Brad’s turn to look at me funny. 


n 


“My home, I mean...” and he lets out one of his frustrated, 
first day out of prison grunts. I know Brad has nowhere to 
call home. The plan was for him to stay with dad and me 
until he got on his feet again. I never thought that what 
happened today was going to impact that so much, at the 
time. 


I don’t think either of us did. 


“I can stay at a motel,” Brad says, telling me not asking or 
suggesting the idea. 


“You could at least come home with me for a little while?” I 
ask hopefully. The fantasy of Brad in my own bed. I just 
gotta have that one, and dad being out of the house is the 
only real time I can make it happen. 


“ Pleeeaaase?” I beg him, letting my hand trail into his lap, 
making his eye roll and smile. 


“Alright then. But only until we get things squared away... 
in the other department. I don’t want to be causing you any 
trouble at home, alright?” 


I nod readily, already picturing myself straddling Brad, 
riding him in my big puffy, bouncy single bed 


It’s a Sunday, which means our spare parts shop is closed, 
but we always have online orders, which I almost always 
have a ton of for Monday, so I usually start Sunday. Not 
today I’m figuring... maybe we’ll close tomorrow. 


Illness in the family... 


Dad would freak. I could add heart attack to his list of 
ailments as well as a possible prolicide charge. 


All the way home, I’m trying to be normal and happy for 
Brad, but the idea of the week ahead, tomorrow, on top of 
dad coming out of hospital. It starts to show by the time we 
pull up out front. 


Our ‘house’ is actually a warehouse. A big yard with wrecks 
and a huge modern shed which we converted one loft into 
as a living space. It’s just like a regular house inside, except 
the view on my side is L-J. Lincoln’s and Jeeps. 


Did I mention we live in a junkyard? 
Shit. Just. Shit. 


I cringe a little, okay. A lot as we pull up. My other big 
reason for not having any boys hit on me? I’m JYD. Junk 
Yard Dog. 


“This is where you live now? You both live in a yard?” Brad 
asks, disbelieving. 


I nod while frowning, so glad we picked the car as ‘the 
spot’. Not everyone’s into garage smell and grease in the 
air. It’s nicer inside though, it really is. 


But I forget who I’m with. Brad beams such a huge grin, I 
almost think he’s putting it on, until he looks into my eyes. 


“Cool.” He says excitedly, and he means it. 


“You don’t think it’s gross?” I ask, but he’s already holding 
his hand out, waiting for the key. 


“TIl open the gate.” He says and I fish through the pennies 
in the console for the old brass key, the big kind for the 
heavy padlock on the gate. 


“Make sure and close it again,” I remind him and myself. 
“We're closed today.” 
He nods firmly with a grin. 


I wish we could close forever and I could lock myself in 
with Brad... 


Brad and bed... my new two favorite things. 


CHAP TER FOURTEEN 


After things went south, eight years ago. Paul moved and 
I... well. I moved to a new place as well. A little out of the 
way. I knew he was close to the prison, in the same state at 
least, but not what he did now. Not really. 


I often asked him what he was doing when he called or 
wrote, but I never mentioned cars or parts again. I just 
couldn't. 


At one point Paul was working security, and then he just 
told me he was ‘working in a warehouse’, so I left it at that. 
We never got time to talk much and I never wanted to 
weigh him down with talking about himself or the outside. It 
always made him sound uncomfortable. People outside 
think that those inside don’t want to hear about what’s 
happening, like it’ll upset them. Because they have 
everything outside and we just don’t. Me, I wanted 
anything, any news or conversation that wasn’t about 
where I was. 


Other guys had pictures of women they’d never meet. Me? I 
had a travel brochure for Canada and an old magazine ad 
for a ’67 Buick. Still do. That’s what I liked to think about. 
Anywhere cold, and in a car that I could fit into. 


That was before Riley. Now the picture has her in it. And 
about a dozen little Riley’s all running around someplace. 
Someplace nice. 


The main thing for me, to be at peace in my own mind was 
knowing that Paul wasn’t in jail and that he had enough to 
support himself and Riley. Riley’s always been his whole 
world. 


I know that feeling myself now, more than ever. 


I need to be more mindful of that in the days ahead. I was a 
bit of a wet fish at the hospital, but like I said, today of all 
days is the weirdest day of my whole life. I got so much 
good right here in Riley, but it comes at a price, and the 
world outside is just so damned different now. 


The sight of a good old fashioned yard though? My heart 
sings and I wished Paul was here so I could shake his hand. 
Congratulate him on getting back on his feet doing what he 
loves. 


“Lotta old stuff,” I remark, helping Riley out of the car and 
handing her back the key. 


“Tt sells. Most days.” She says, a little short. 


“T didn’t mean it like that Riley,” I tell her, holding her elbow 
before she can walk past, “I like older stuff... real stuff. It’s 
like me. They don’t make it like that anymore, but if you 
look hard enough, you’ll always find what you want, and 
once you buff it up a little... well. It just works.” Is all I can 
think to say. 


She lift her arms up and I bend down so she can hook them 
around my neck, and I pick her up as she kisses me. 


“Well, I found just what I want,” she says, “and you’re not 
old.” 


“And you’re perfect,” I remind her, not wanting to hear her 
thoughts on old men, to remind me of the fact. 


I really want to look around the yard, but Riley is keen to 
get me inside. Where her and her dad live now. I lower my 
head to fit in the doorway, and when I try to stand up, I 
can’t. 


Riley grins at me knowingly, and takes me by the hand and 
down some steps into what’s a lounge area. The view out 
most of the windows is so high up, you can hardly see any 
cars or wrecks. We could really be anywhere. It’s nice. 


A lot of wood grain, carpeting and air conditioning. A must 
out here. The whole place has the same vibe as a lot of the 
cars. Very eighties, but I like it. A lot. 


“Dad did most of this himself, he still adds on bits and 
pieces when the mood’s on him.” 


“This is your room, in here,” she chimes, and I feel my heart 
freeze up again. 


For a moment there, I forgot that I’d just shit on my best 
friend by announcing I’ve claimed his only daughter. If 
things were different, it would’ve been a very different 
homecoming. 


There’s even a ‘welcome home Brad’ banner that I can tell 
Riley made, it’s hanging up over the kitchen entrance. 


“Tell me there’s not a damned cake as well.” I growl, hating 
myself for a minute, until I see Riley smiling at me, letting 
me know it’s all still okay with her. 


She comes over and hugs me tight, around my waist and I 
can feel her whole weight pressing into me again. I stroke 
her hair and rub her back. 


“There’s cake, isn’t there?” I ask and we both laugh. A little 
bit of a sad one, but we both have to try and see the humor 
in the situation. 


“It was my idea,” she says, letting me off the hook 
emotionally, but still hanging onto me, letting her thumbs 
hook into my jean belt loops. A little mewing sound escaping 
her as she holds me extra tight, sending the direct message 
straight to my front end. My own deep growling sounds 
reclaiming her with every pulse of my meat up against her. 


Within three or four beats of my heart. The whole length of 
me is riding up between her firm, large breasts making me 
moan out loud. Protesting that we really shouldn’t, but 
really meaning hurry the fuck up and Iet’s get it on. 


She starts to pull at the front of my jeans, that same mad 
urgency in her movements. I like it when she acts a little 
demanding, but we have plenty of time. We have the rest of 
our lives, but it’s just so new and exciting I can’t help but 
get caught up in her. 


Her little whimpering sounds, the tiny grunts of her effort 
to work me free of my pants, it’s such a turn on, and by the 
time her hand is around my length again, pumping my shaft 
up and down while trying to fit my balls in her other hand, I 
forget everything. 


Eight years is a small wait indeed. It feels so good, I want to 
sit down in the seat behind me. 


“Uh uh...” she says, grabbing my dick and leading me up 
towards a stairwell by the kitchen, which leads up to 
another little mezzanine floor. Her bedroom. 


I get it now. She wants me in her own bed, in her house. 
Maybe this would’ve been a better place for her first time, 
and I almost feel like reminding her, but she’s stripped 
naked and bouncing on her bed, my dick in her hand before 
I can even think straight. 


On her knees, on the softness of her own bed, she starts to 
work me into her mouth like nothing else, running her 
hands up and down my belly, clawing at my muscles which I 
can’t help but tense as she devours my most sensitive area. 


Her pretty face looking up at me, I hold her long hair back 
so I can watch her enjoy herself. She’s really trying so hard 
to please me, I can tell, but she doesn’t even have to. Just 
being with her is enough. This, this is crazy overload but I 
love it though, just the same. 


I give her a warning moaning, my regular growl going up a 
notch, telling her I’m close. Her hot, wet mouth driving me 
crazy. 


All the while, she’s humming and buzzing with her mouth, 
her own pleasure evident as she enjoys her first real face 
fuck. 


With her hand on my sack, she feels it rising up and without 
even having to tell her, she takes me out of her mouth, 
looking sad for just a second, then lays on her back, 
spreading herself wide open for me, gasping as her own 
hands brush her glistening pussy, stretching it open as my 
cock start to twitch on its own, a thick stream of milky 
precome already running from it. 


“I don’t want to waste a drop of this...” I growl, finding my 
beast voice again. “I wanna put this in you Riley, give you a 
new life that we can call our own... our own family...” 


She’s nodding eagerly, barely able to control the sounds 
she’s making. Holding both her breasts now, steadying 
herself for the pounding she knows I want to give her. 
Giving her what she needs. 


I rip my shirt over my head and kick off my pants and shorts 
as I go. I tease her opening with the huge round end of my 
cock, making her look so tiny, until she starts to feed me 
into herself, easily taking half of me in one stroke. 


I throw my head back and she whimpers the dirtiest things 
I’ve ever heard anyone say, making me feel like bursting 
right away. But I can’t, not until my woman’s had her fill. 
Not until she’s satisfied. 


“Fuck me with your pole Brad, give it to me...” she pants. 


“T want you to fuck me good and hard Brad... really fuck me 


n 


now. 


Taking her lead, and her ample hips, I thank god for 
sending me down one of his angels. She’s made just right, 
and our two bodies, mine as big as it is, just fits right into, 
up against and alongside hers at any speed, angle or pace. 
It’s like the perfect marriage between two parts that fit. 


I lift her rump, gripping her by the hips as she lifts her legs 
up and hangs them over my shoulders. I can push all my 
length into her in this position, and she screams so loud I 
think I’ve hurt her, but when I slow down, she gives me 
such a dangerous look, I keep pumping, not daring to break 
her flow. 


“Don’t you dare stop fucking me, Brad...! Oooh! Give it to 
me... aahhhh!” 


It’s all I can take and with a final mighty thrust, something 
between us feels like it bursts and all in one moment, we 
stop being two people fucking on Riley’s bed, and we 


become one single moment of peace. White and still. Like a 
cloud. 


I can hear her screaming my name and I’m growling hers in 
a frenzy, but inside, everything is suddenly just peaceful. 
Like another angel has stepped down to join us, and I know. 
I just feel it. I know that we've just made a baby together. 


CHAP LER FIFTEEN 


I feel something else, apart from how amazing Brad feels. 
Apart from how lucky I am to have the hottest guy alive, 
right in my bed with me. It’s something so magical, almost 
Spiritual in a way. 


I just know that Brad has made me pregnant. I know we’re 
gonna have a baby now. 


He stays inside me for as long as he can before he slips out 
of me. I keep my knees up, laying on my back as he lays 
beside me. We just hold hands, until it gets dark. I fall 
asleep at one point, but Brad’s draped the covers over me. 
When I wake up, I almost panic for a second, thinking he’s 
bailed, or worse. That none of today actually happened. 


But when I get up, I feel both his seed still inside me, plus 
the ache I have to prove what a good stuffing he just gave 
me. I smile proudly to myself. 


I like being a woman, I just know it’s gonna work out just 
fine. 


I meet Brad on the stairs on his way back up to me. He has 
a big glass of milk and a ham and cheese sandwich that he’s 
toasted for me. 


Note to self chain Brad to bed, keeping it just long enough 
so he can reach the kitchen. 


I settle back into bed, at Brad’s request, as he fluffs some 
pillows behind me and makes us both comfortable. The half 
a sandwich I give him looks so small in his huge hands, and 
I ask him how he sustains himself. 


“Did you eat, enough I mean?” I ask him, feeling the huge 
hunk of meat and bread I had, plus the quart of milk inside 
me now is plenty. 


“T told you baby,” he says, grinning, trying to find a naked 
part of me to slap, “I can’t ever get enough of what I need 
to eat from you.” 


He settles on my right breast, which has poked out from 
under the sheets, and he takes the whole thing into his 
mouth, making me melt and glad that I finished my food 
when I did. In seconds, the beds a tangled mess of sheets, 
plate and empty milk glass, plus two of the happiest people 
alive as they discover and then re-discover each other, all 
over again. 


The sound of a car horn wakes me. It wakes both of us up 
with a rude start. Clutching at my chest, I look at the clock 
on my nightstand. It’s ten a.m. 


Brad pulls a pillow over his head and I struggle to get over 
his body, frantically trying to get to a window to see who it 
is. 


My heart’s in my throat when I see a taxi car and I cry out 
when I see my dad getting out, handing his fare in a fist to 
the driver. 


“Shit...” I groan “Shit. Shit. Shit!” 


I run this way and then that way, not sure if I should dress 
or go open the gate, dad doesn’t have his keys otherwise 
he’d have let himself in. 


I grab a robe and put it on as best I can as I race 
downstairs, then out to the gate. The taxi’s just pulling away 
by the time I get to the padlock, my hands shaking so bad I 
can hardly open it. 


I can tell what dad’s thinking, and he’s not impressed so far. 


“Just tell me Brad Stevens isn’t here,” is all he says, and one 
look at my face tells him what he doesn’t want to know. 


Unexpectedly, dad hugs me once I open the gate, and I hug 
him back. 


“Pm not mad at you sweetie, not really. Don’t be scared, 
okay? It’s Brad Stevens' problem this morning, not yours. 
You go get dressed and please, get started on any orders 
we have. I got a hell of a headache and an even bigger 
hospital bill to deal with after I clean out the place a bit.” 


Dad and I are used to quick banter. Working together, when 
things need doing, there’s not a lot of time for small talk. 
But this morning of all mornings, work is the last thing on 
my mind. 


“Dad.” I call out after him, and he turns slowly, the tone in 
my voice making him stop. “I love Brad. I wanted him and I 
still do... we’re together now, so there’s no point in making 
a fuss about it. It’s done, alright? Just deal with it please.” 


I feel my whole body shaking, proud I could say as much as 
that to my dad, proud to hear myself say how I feel about 
Brad, but dad’s having none of it. 


He just told me what’s on his mind for the morning, and 
there’s nothing I can do to stop him and Brad from having it 
out. It has to be sometime, and like everything lately, I just 
wish I could hit snooze on it, just for a few more days. I 
thought that’s what we both had, I thought he was staying 
in the hospital. 


Dad walks up to the front door of the warehouse, calling up 
into the loft. 


“Brad! Get your ass down here, we’re gonna have this 
outside... I don’t feel like breaking my place up with you in 
it... get your fuckin’ sorry ass out here now.” 


I’ve never heard my dad sound so mad. He’s never raised 
his voice let alone his hands, and the look in his eyes right 
now. It scares me. 


He looks over to me one more time, “go get dressed honey, I 
mean it. Get dressed and get to work. This is between Brad 
and me now, go on.” 


I’m frozen to the spot, it’s like something out of a bad 
dream. When Brad steps out a few moments later, he’s got 
his jeans and boots on. But no shirt, every inch of his huge 
body is tense, his chest twitching as he pops his neck. He’s 
already primed for whatever’s coming, I can just tell. 


I whimper and try not to call out, but I can’t help it. I rush 
to them, putting myself in front of my dad, trying to talk him 
down. 


“Dad... You just got out of the hospital, you need to rest... 
don’t dad, please don’t...” 


I feel my dad’s hands firmly on my shoulders as he moves 
me gently to one side. 


“Sweetie, go inside and get dressed please. I won’t tell you 
again.” 


My dad’s no pipsqueak. Brad’s bigger sure, but Brad’s 
bigger than everything. Dad’s a few inches shorter and 
maybe not as lean, but he’s strong, and mad too. Brad looks 
at me, and I know he’ll do whatever it takes to let my dad 
know I’m his now. 


“Tm not gonna fight you Paul.” Brad says softly, letting his 
shoulders relax. 


“Riley’s right. You just got out of hospital. Should you even 
be up and about? Come inside Paul... lets-” 


“T want you off my property. You’re trespassing now, so I’m 
gonna do what I need to... to defend myself against 
trespassers. Right before I call the police and have your 
sorry ass hauled back to jail, where you shoulda stayed,” 
dad spits out, actually spitting at the ground in front of 
himself as he struts towards Brad. 


“I wanted to welcome you home, Brother, but instead you 
go ahead and do this? You put yourself on my baby girl? You 
son of a-” 


Dad’s fists are swinging but Brad leans back then steps to 
one side. Dad’s off balance and takes a fall. I cry out and 
rush over to him, this has to end now. 


“Stop it! Stop it, the pair of you!” 


But as dad gets up I can see that’s just not gonna happen. 


CHAP TER SIXTEEN 


Seeing the look in Riley’s eyes, then her dad’s. I don’t want 
to hurt either of them. And I know they’re both already 
hurting, from what’s already happened. Paul comes out 
swinging, but I sidestep him and he tumbles, but he 
straightens back up. 


I hold my hands out, palms up. I’m not making fists here. I 
don’t want to hurt my best friend. But he keeps rushing at 
me, swinging and missing, he’s all over the place and 
should be in bed. 


Paul tires quickly, I can see his jaw is hurting like crazy, but 
he’s still madder. And knowing Paul, stubborn as all hell, 
worse than me sometimes. 


“T just want one good punch in, you fucker. I want you to 
feel the pain you’re causing me, just a little bit of it...” he 
slurs as he gets to his feet yet again. 


Poor Riley, she can’t look, but gives me a look that tells me 
enough’s enough. This is her dad and I can’t hit him, nor 


can I embarrass him any more like this. 


Paul swings again, and this time, looking right at Riley, I let 
him reach my jaw. It’s a solid hit and I feel it alright. It does 
hurt, but looking at Riley, she’s worth a thousand more of 
those. 


I hold Paul up, supporting him as he damn near collapses. 


“Are you done yet, Paul, you need to rest man. Not be 
hitting on me.” I tell him, but I know he’s nowhere near 
done. 


Spitting a little blood, I give a tiny shrug to Riley, and figure 
the only way to end this is to make it look good enough for 
Paul to think he’s given me a serving. 


“Don’t Brad! Just... Don’t!” Riley calls out all over again, like 
she did back at the gas station, when I wanted to give those 
boys the serving I’m about to get. But it’s time, I figure. If I 
have to take Riley from her dad, the least I can do is let him 
have a few hits. Let him work off his steam, what’s left of it. 


He does land a couple of good ones, right in the ribs and I 
feel one of my right ribs pop. Busted for sure. I know Paul 
well enough to also know he won’t put his hands up unless 
he means business. But I can’t really hit him back, I just 
can’t. 


“C’mon you coward,” he snarls, “Hit me! Take a fuckin’ 
swing! Stop pretending Brad, like you always have... stop 
pretending you’re so fucking nice all the time... you’re a 
fuckin’ monster Brad... A lying, cheating, thieving fucking 
monster” 


His final swing is good, but wide. And against my own 
judgement, without really meaning to, I watch my right 
hand fly in the air, driving up to connect with his chin. An 


uppercut to end the fight, but hopefully not our friendship, 
or his health. Much. 


“Jesus! Brad, you really hit him,” Riley screams, rushing 
over. Paul’s out cold, but it’s for the best. He would’ve hurt 
himself sooner or later. 


Riley gives me such a sour look, I feel terrible, but I have 
honor too. Her honor now as well as my own. She’s my 
woman and I can’t have folks just rushing at me like that, 
trying to hit me when it’s all been spelled out for them, even 
if it is her own damned father. My own best friend. Hell, he 
should know me better than anyone. 


“Let me help you get him inside,” I offer, going for the 
heavy end, and expecting her to pick up his legs, but she’s 
not moving. 


She’s white as a sheet and her lower lip is trembling. 


“How could you do that?” she asks. I try to go to her, to hold 
her, but she pulls away from me, her arms waving out in 
front of her. 


“No!” She screams. “No. No. No. No... Don’t you dare put a 
hand on me Brad Stevens... you get your fuckin’ shirt on 
and you get out. Out! Nobody hits my dad like that, 
nobody!” 


I grab her by both elbows, shaking her to get her attention. 
Then I kiss her hard, so hard it hurts my split lip but I kiss 
her anyway, long and hard until I hear her crying and feel 
her kissing me back just as hard. 


I hold her back from me firmly. 


“Listen to me, Riley. You’re mine now. You belong to me. I 
have your honor as well as my own. We have our own life! I 
can’t have anyone trying to stop that... even my best friend, 


even your dad. Can’t you understand that goddammit. I love 
you Riley and I want to marry you, I want you to be the 
mother of our children. I want to live with you until the day 
I die... don’t you see? I fuckin’ love you! I want to marry 
you! God dammit!” 


I hear my words echo off the warehouse space behind her, 
noticing how quiet it is after it dies away. 


She’s stopped crying and her body relaxes. I hold her eyes 
with mine, the same burning intensity, holding the same 
pleading look. The question I wanted to ask her the moment 
I saw her outside the jail gates. 


“Are you...?” 


I nod, starting to smile, and I get down on one knee, holding 
one of her hands. Making it official. 


“T don’t have a ring, Riley. But do I need one? This ring, this 
circle between us, it means more to me than any damned 
piece of gold or silver. You mean more to me than anything 
in the whole world. I love you baby, and I want you to be my 
wife. Today, and every other day, for the rest of both our 
days.” 


“Are you... proposing?” she asks, and I have to fight hard not 
to look around, to see if there’s anyone else asking her. 


“Yes, I’m proposing to you Riley. Now can you say yes so we 
can get your damned father inside?” 


She covers her mouth with one hand, stifling a cry and then 
squeaks the only word I want to hear her say right now, 
“Yes.” 


She said yes, and I feel like the luckiest man alive, but also 
the most troubled, she’s still mad at me for knocking her 


dad out but there’s no denying that we both know how we 
feel and the only way to move forward is as man and wife. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


In the same minute I’m screaming at Brad to leave, I’m 
saying yes to being his wife. Dad wakes, suddenly asking 
why I keep saying yes when nobody’s talking. 


We get dad inside, putting him on his bed. Brad gets some 
frozen beans in a bag and sets it on dad’s jaw, then holds a 
bigger bag, frozen hash browns against his own ribs. I give 
him a curious look, but he’s all eyes on dad right now. 


“You alright Paul? I had to put you down there, sorry 
buddy.” he says, sounding as innocent as a lamb. 


Dad’s eyes flutter open and seeing me hovering over him, 
he takes my hand and squeezes it. 


“Oh sweetheart... Oh!” he cries out, wincing in agony from 
his jaw, not to mention the rest of his body which took a 
bruising with all his stumbling and falling over. 


“T had this awful dream you took me to the dentist, and they 
fucked my whole mouth up. When I woke up, Brad was out 


of jail and he told me he was gonna run away with you,” I 
think he’s joking, but when his eyes run clear tears, and I 
hear him choking on them, I know how bad he’s hurting. 


“Oh dad... I’m sorry you found out this way. It all happened 
so fast. Brad asked me to marry him... he wants me to be 
his wife.” 


Brad leans over, and he takes dad’s other hand, they both 
squeeze each other by the wrists, linking arms as friends, 
as brothers. Not enemies. 


“God damned you Brad, you’re a wily old fox. I can’t leave 
you alone with the prettiest girl in the state for five 
minutes,” he blubs. 


“T’m sorry Paul,” Brad says in a hoarse whisper. “I thought I 
was imagining it, but when I saw her at the jail, all grown 
up, I just knew she was the one... I knew she was gonna be 
my wife.” 


“And I always knew you’d marry her, you bastard,” dad 
quips, trying to smile, but screwing his face up in agony, 
showing what looks like another couple of teeth missing. 


“Tt just took me by surprise is all, on your first day out? 
Before I even had time to get anything ready... Jesus Brad, 
it made me so mad. Like life had passed me by and I had 
nothing to even get ready with! I know she’s been crazy for 
you since she was in college,” dad confesses, and I feel 
myself turn as red as a beet. 


“Dad.” I exclaim, lightly punching his arm, making him 
wince again then looking up at Brad, I mouth the words, it’s 
true. And it’s Brad’s turn to blush. 


“But dammit man, it makes me feel so old. My little girl is all 
grown up now... who’s gonna help me? Who’s gonna look 


after me if Riley’s gone?” he says, half joking, but I know he 
really does mean it. 


Brad strokes a tear away from dad’s face, fighting back one 
of his own by the looks. 


“If you’d have let me speak instead of trying to hit me, I 
might have told you...” he says cryptically. “I haven’t just 
come outta jail empty handed, Paul. I never forgot how 
much you and Riley always meant to each to other as well 
as to me. I’m gonna get things sorted, you’ll see. For now... 
do we need to take you back to that damned hospital? Your 
face man... It looks like a hamburger helper on a hot day.” 


“Just help me get up will ya?” dad says, and we get him to 
the kitchen table. He looks up at the welcome home banner, 
then at Brad, and scowls. 


“T ain’t a hundred percent happy Brad, how can I be? 
You’re taking the one thing I love away from me.” 


But Brad's hand’s up again, and he goes to the fridge, 
getting three two cold beers and a huge cake, which in his 
hands looks like a muffin. 


“I already said, Paul, if you'll just listen for once. I got things 
sorted. Just wait and see. Now. Let’s all have a drink and 
welcome me home like you planned to with this delicious 
cake and very well made banner, right here over my 
heads.” 


He winks at me, pulling me onto his lap, and dad and Paul 
clink their bottles as I cut some cake for us all, wondering 
how on earth Brad can suddenly make things right for us 
all. But I also know that he’s a man of his word. Everything 
he’s said so far has come to pass and I trust him as much as 
I trust my dad, so I have to just go along with whatever his 
plan is. 


At least he and dad aren’t swinging punches at each other 
anymore, so that’s a good sign. 


Dad cries out in pain, but brushes away my hands when I 
try to stop him from getting up. Going back to his room. 


“Did ya give her a ring yet, Brad?” he asks roughly, calling 
out from his room. 


Brad shrugs and holds my hand tighter, “No, I didn’t. Not 
yet.” He calls back. 


“Well that’s at least one thing I did right,” dad continues, 
coming back in, pressing a small velvet box into Brad’s 
hand. 


“What’s this?” Brad asks, not opening it. 


“For when you do give her a ring... no. no. Don’t do it now. 
Later, when her old man isn’t here to try and knock your 
block off, stopping you,” he winks. 


And then turns to me, “Before your mother left, Riley. I was 
gonna marry her. I had the ring, the dress, the whole bit. 
The only thing I didn’t have was her love.” 


We all sit in an awkward silence, with dad draining his beer, 
then getting up for another, grabbing another one for Brad 
too. 


“So... I hung on to the ring, at least. Figuring, like it 
probably is, that the diamond and gold would be worth 
something one day. But more than that,” he continues, 
sniffing back another wave of tears of nostalgia, “More than 
that... I kept it for the day my little girl found the man she 
truly loved, the one she knew she was gonna spend the rest 
of her life with.” 


He looks at Brad and they share a smile, the smile I 
remember from my favorite photo, Dad and Brad. The two 


men in my life, with one being the man I know Ill spend the 
rest of my life with. 


“I’m sorry I said what I said, Brad,” my dad says sheepishly, 
offering his hand, which Brad takes without thinking twice. 


“And I’m sorry I let you get a punch or two in, if I’d known 
you were gonna be such a smartass, I woulda laid you flat 
straight away...” he says, adjusting the cold pack on his 
ribs, both he and dad laughing, winking and wincing in pain 
at each other as they both start the long and slow process 
of two best friends, catching up again after eight long 
years. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


A quick look in the deep freezer, and I figure we’re set for 
medical supplies. I haven’t cracked a rib since high school, 
and Riley makes me promise I’ll have it looked at, but I 
need to go somewhere else first. She wants to come along, 
and I don’t want to leave her alone for a single minute, but 
some things, one thing anyway. I just have to do by myself. 


“T’ll be like an hour. Hour and a half, tops.” I promise, 
kissing her hand making sure Paul doesn’t need anything 
else before I go. 


With her lucky rabbit’s foot keychain, I start the Dodge and 
head back into town, real memory test, with so many things 
different now from eight years ago. 


I was right though, and my heart’s in my throat when I get 
to where the bank should be. It’s gone. 


I swallow hard, feeling the confidence drain from my face, 
feeling like maybe one thing hasn’t worked out after all. 


Until I see the sign hanging in the dusty window, barely 
legible through what looks like a decade’s worth of dust. 


“Seven years to be exact,” chirps the branch manager, 
looking up at me a little nervously as I loom over his desk, 
having accidentally let myself into the employees section 
without realizing it in there new location. I saw the little 
swing doors open and just walked in. 


Not a stick up, I assured him. Dangling my little rabbit’s 
foot in front of him, rabbit's foot that used to belong to my 
buddy Paul, before unscrewing it and taking out the key. 


Safe deposit. 7885. Bradley Stevens. 


His sigh of relief matches a few others in the bank. A six 
four guy carrying a sports bag walking into a rural branch 
of the national bank on a Monday morning with sunglasses 
on... I hate stereotypes. 


What is wrong with people nowadays? 


A few minutes later, some paperwork and a quick phone call 
to double check my ID and soon enough, the bag and me, 
plus a lucky rabbit’s foot are heading back home. 


“Home” I say to myself out loud, tipping my head to Doc 
Peterson’s office as I drive by, making sure I call to have 
that rib seen to. 


“How much?” 
“Half,” I tell Paul. “Your half.” 


“But how fuckin’ much? I’ve never seen so much money... 
you didn’t steal this, did you Brad? Tell me you didn’t.” 


I laugh and getting up from the table, which looks like its 
sagging under the weight of all that cash. I pat my old 
friend on his back, leaning close into his ear so only he can 
hear me. 


“Tt’s your half of everything I ever got paid cash for,” I tell 
him. “All those fancy car parts, for those mafia boys? I 
tucked it all away... for a rainy day.” 


Trouble is, the day it started raining, I had to go someplace 
else - jail, and having access to all that money would’ve 
been a bad idea. I almost forgot about it a couple of times. 
Eight years is a long time, and after a few, it feels like you’re 
never getting out. But it was still there, I’m just grateful the 
bank took the box with them when they moved, turns out I 
never answered their letters, but the original box lease is 
for twenty five years, which they honor unless instructed 
otherwise. 


I don’t know exactly how much is there, I stopped counting 
the bundles at a hundred and fifty as I tossed them into the 
bag. I think each one is ten thousand dollars... either way, 
that’s a lot of car parts, but those mafia boys, they sure had 
a lot more of those bundles than we did, even more than 
we ve got now. 


“Where’s Riley?” I ask Paul, who looks like he’s just won the 
lottery, which I guess, in a way, he has. 


“She’s downstairs, packing orders. You can tell her to quit if 
you want,” Paul says, his eyes gleaming. 


“No,” I tell him, “I want us all to keep working. Make it look 
as normal as possible, right?” 


Paul nods, getting serious and sensible again. 


“You’re right, Brad, good thinking. But what the hell am I 
gonna do with all this money?” 


I lean in close again, “Buy a safe. Maybe a big dog too.” 


“A junkyard dog,” he exclaims loudly, pounding his fist on 
the table and we both laugh. Laugh like we used to, before 
paper money and girls were even a thing with us. 


“Oh, I fixed up your hospital bill too,” I add, before I leave to 
go check on Riley. An hour without her feels like an hour 
underwater without air. I need my girl now more than ever. 


“Brad...” Paul calls out and I turn to him again, “Thanks, 
okay? Just... Thanks.” 


“No sweat, partner.” I wink, and I rush to my girl, picking 
her up and swinging her around, laughing as she screams 
from surprise, delight and then the memory of our plans for 
a new life, together. 


“You sorted out your mystery thing yet?” she asks me witha 
mischievous grin, not even expecting me to tell her 
anything about it, which I don’t. Il let Paul do any talking 
about that. If he wants to. 


“Yup.” I assure her, planting a big sloppy kiss and growling 
in her ear, savoring the taste of her, her everything and how 
it makes me feel. 


“Good.” She says with the air of someone who’s swamped 
under, “then you can help me with these orders, they have 
to go out today and the courier comes in an hour.” 


“You got it, tell me what to do and I'll go do it,” I say, glad to 
have something to do that’s useful and feels like real work, 
as a free man. A free and very happy man, working 
alongside his future wife. 


“Here’s a list of parts,” she says, showing me the printout, 
“the code matches what’s on the shelves, it’s pretty 


straightforward, just bring the parts over here and then we 
can match them to the invoices and start packing.” 


“Sure,” I say, looking over the list. 
“And one more thing,” she adds, and I look up. 


“T love you Brad Stevens, and once we’re done picking and 
packing... I’m really gonna put you to work, so save your 
strength for me, alright?” 


“Alright, Mrs. Stevens,” I tell her, kissing her quickly so I 
can get to work. But before I go, I bend down and kiss her 
belly too, giving it a rub for luck. 


“TIl save my strength. All of it for you.” 
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EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


“It’s too far... I won’t let you! I’ll never see my baby girl 
ever again.” 


“Now, Paul. Don’t start this again... I’m taking Riley and 
we’re moving out and that’s that.” 


It’s been going on for weeks like this, and frankly... my 
sides ache from laughing at how those two are carrying on 
like such old women. All over me. Little old me. 


I rub my belly, feeling the little lives inside moving around 
again, and I sigh. 


“Your dad’s gonna miss the best moments if he keeps 
arguing with my dad...” I tell them. 


Twins. Confirmed by Doc Peterson, who after being so mad 
at my dad for discharging himself well before he was 
‘cooked’, was glad to see me a few weeks later once I 
started throwing up every five minutes, swearing at 
everyone and generally feeling like crap twenty four seven. 


A little pee on a stick, then a quick scan and hey presto! 
Two very tiny little babies, happy and healthy, growing 
inside me. 


Brad decided not too long after moving in, that we needed 
to move out. He’s six four and the loft room I have, not to 
mention the single bed, as romantic as that is sometimes, is 
playing murder with his mind and his back. 


I suggested a bigger bed, but the vacant lot next door we 
all thought was derelict magically had excavators on it one 
day, and a week later, foundations were being poured. 


My dad was fretting, worried who might be moving in. 


“Its all we need, probably someone who'll kick up a fuss 
about the yard, the cars... remember what happened at the 
last place, Brad? EPA, local council, the whole bit.” 


I wondered why Brad found it all so amusing, until the day 
he was spotted by my dad next door, going over the plans 
with the builders. 


Since then, dad’s been super keen to see Brad move out, 
but insists I keep my old room with him, so I can be closer 
when the twins come. 


“Ummm. Dad? Getting married. Kinda need to live with my 
husband, not my dad. We’ll be right next door...” 


But for some reason, dad just can’t let it go. And don’t even 
get him started on the wedding. Brad and I decided to get 
married once the twins come, a real family wedding. 


“If she goes, then I go!” dad finally shouts, before slamming 
the door and storming off down to the warehouse. Brad is 
beaming, I’ve never seen him so happy and never can tell 
when the two of them are being serious or just fooling 
around. 


“What does that even mean?” I ask Brad, holding his huge 
hands as they spread out wide across my swollen belly. 


“I dunno,” Brad chuckles, “But I’ll keep pressing this time. I 
wanna see where he’ll go once you go...” and we both laugh 
a little, not really at dad, but just at how much everything 
has changed for the better. 


“He'll be alright once he sees the plans for the ground floor. 
Or did you want us down there? In which case, he can have 
the top floor... shit. Maybe we need three floors, I never 
even thought about the kids...” Brad says thoughtfully. 


“Now I’m not sure if you’re being serious with me,” I tell 
him, turning around and punching his chest, which is huge 
and rock hard still. I don’t know how he stays in such great 
shape. 


I’m a whale crossed with a pig at the moment, ‘barefoot and 
pregnant’, just how Brad likes me. 


“T’m very serious, baby,” he assures me. “I think we should 
have the top floor, that way we won’t have your dad 
disturbing us by walking through every five minutes, which 
I just know he will anyway.” 


“I think he’ll want to stay here,” I say, thinking aloud. “He’s 
put down roots in the warehouse, gonna be hard to tear 
him away from it.” 


“Well, I work here every day and I don’t want to live here,” 
Brad says, pretending to sound just as huffy as my dad. 


I kiss him tenderly and he lets both hands stray across my 
ass, which is twice the size it was the day he got out of jail. I 
move his hands back up to my hips. 


“T love you baby,” he croons, pressing his front into me. 


“T love you too Brad,” I whisper, always shuddering a breath 
when he touches me like this. 


But him reminding me how big I am by touching me all the 
time, I’m not so keen on but his touch makes me so damned 
hot it’s enough to make me forget every time, go figure. 


“I love you more when there’s more of you to love, 
remember?” Brad protests, firmly planting his hands back 
down there and spreading my cheeks a little while he rubs 
his stubble into my neck, making me laugh, but I can’t help 
feeling so fat when he’s so damned lean and ripped. It’s not 
fair. 


“What did I do to deserve such a perfect man?” I ask him. 


“You’re perfect just how you are, and like attracts like... 
remember baby, you have two babies inside you. Our two 
beautiful, wonderful, happy and healthy babies.” 


He holds me closer, deliberately letting his hands go 
everywhere he knows drive me crazy, turning us both into 
horny, growling animals by the time dad breezes back in. 


“The bottom floor, I think...” he says, musing absently to 
himself, not even noticing Brad’s hands all over me 
anymore. 


Brad and he share a wink. 


“T thought if she goes, you go?” Brad asks him, trying not to 
laugh. 


“Damn straight.” dad says petulantly, “and I am going... to 
move in with you, and your zoo of a family.” 


I don’t mind one little bit. Brad and dad, they have their 
fun, but I get to keep close to my dad and he’ll be as close 
as he can to his grand babies as he’s already calling them. 


Life couldn’t get much better. Although Dad and Brad could 
probably argue that point too. Brad’s already planning our 
next babies, triplets. And dad’s just pleased as punch to be 
so happy all the time, happier still is my man, the only real 
man I know, except for dad of course. 


Brad. 


A man who knows what he wants, and I’m so glad that he 
wants me. 


Forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


SIXTEEN MONTHS LATER 


I’ve never been so nervous in my life. I was less nervous 
about going to jail, but almost as nervous the day I got out 
and saw her standing there to pick me up. Now she’s 
waiting at the end of the aisle, waiting with Paul, who’s 
giving her away so she can be my wife, forever. Just like I 
planned and just like she’s always wanted. 


Don’t screw it up... 


I check if I have the rings, then panic when I don’t. Then I 
remember that Paul has the rings. My mind’s going at a 
million miles a minute and the next thing, I’m getting a 
shove from behind to get in place. Doc Peterson, holding 
one of our babies in each of his arms, jutting his chin and 
laughing at me softly. 


“Its time to get up there son, go claim your bride... I got 
the little ones. We’ll be right up front, now go on...” 


Doc Peterson was the best. Is the best. He let Riley and I do 
things our way and have the twins, right at home. He was 


on hand in case we needed help, but everything went 
smoothly, and he was so pleased with how everything went, 
the ‘easiest thing he never saw... nature at its best’. My 
Riley at her very best. 


I never told him, I don’t think I had to with the way I acted 
all the time, but the thought of anyone else seeing Riley like 
that? Nope. Just ain’t gonna happen, so I took every 
midwife training course I could and am now a qualified 
midwife. All our babies will be home births from now on, 
god willing. With Doc Peterson on hand, just in case. But 
like I said to her, nobody sees my Riley naked except me, 
and that’s final. 


My god, our babies are so beautiful, they look just like their 
mommy, and she’s looking fine, in that white dress. 


I’d better get up there. 


The Padre nods as I walk up the aisle, something that was 
Riley’s idea. She wanted a traditional wedding, but like 
everything we do, she wanted to put her own spin on it. I 
don’t mind one bit, like the Doc said, it’s me claiming her all 
over again. And watching her as she gets closer, her fine 
ass and those hips in that her dress, I fight not to get a full 
hard on by the time she’s standing next to me. Fighting my 
own reflex, to reach out and hold her, to kiss her and stroke 
her all over like I always do every time I see her. 


It’s like the first touch that day, the first kiss, it’s like it 
never ended and has kept going every day since. 


The only thing that has changed is how much I love her. 
More and more each day. Like when you plant something 
and it blossoms, that’s what our love is. An eternally 
flowering tree that’s strong as an oak and pretty as a rose. 


When wedding planning, Riley asked not to have vows read 
out, not this time. 


“This time?” I asked her, feeling a rise in me, like she 
planned on getting married more than once? 


But she laughed, explaining to me she wants to get ‘re- 
married’ every time we have more babies, so they can 
witness their parents’ love anew every time. Which I think’s 
just fine with me. 


Paul went white, he still thinks that the father of the bride 
has to pay for the wedding, which I’m letting him stew on. I 
paid for it all already. 


But I have this wedding to get through first, I can’t believe 
how nervous I am. I feel like there’s something about to 
jump out and grab me, but I’m not scared nervous. It’s 
more of an excited nervous. And there’s something so 
special about Riley today, has been for a while now. 


The Padre reads the traditional wedding parts, explaining 
to those we invited that in lieu of vows, we’ll be renewing 
our bond every time we have children, which draws a 
suitable round of applause and a damp smile from Paul, who 
looks so proud of his baby girl. And I am too. 


Proud of my woman. 
The mother of my children and the Queen of our kingdom. 


He brings out the rings, and after we both say our very 
emotional ‘I do”, I lean in to kiss my Riley, to claim her 
properly, and she whispers something to me. 


“I’m pregnant again, Brad... and you got your wish baby... 
three.” 


I’ve never kissed her so hard in my life, not since that day 
anyhow. I picked her up and kissed her again, whooping 


and hollering, the congregation thinks I’ve gone mad until I 
shout it out so loud so the whole world can hear. 


“We’re pregnant again... and we’re gonna have triplets!” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


SIX YEARS LATER 


“Mommy! Daddy! Grandpa says if I don’t clean up my room 
he’s gonna leave me behind!” 


“And is your room clean, Josh? Is it really?” 


I watch my littl man turn on his heel, dropping his 
shoulders like the weight of the world’s on them and drag 
himself back up to his room. 


“I don’t know where they get their acting abilities from, 
Dad,” I observe as he comes down the stairs, patting Josh’s 
head as he passes him. 


n 


“Must be from their Father’s side, 
Brad, he’s such a drama Queen...” 


Dad quips, “damned 


“I heard that Paul, now what’s all this holding us up? We’ll 
be late.” 


I wrap myself around Brad as soon as he walks into the 
room, breathing in his smell. He always smells so good 


when we get dressed up to go places, the whole tribe as a 
family. 


“If he doesn’t clean his room, it'll be messy when we get 
back.” Dad reasons, “Plus, something young Josh may or 
may not be aware of...” he says, taking a small bundle of 
cash from his pocket. “Is that this is his payment for being 
so organized, he can spend it on our holiday.” 


I roll my eyes, “Really dad, thanks. But you shouldn’t keep 
giving them money, they’ll think it grows on trees.” 


Truth is, it may as well. Business has never been better, 
with Brad and dad expanding the business across the 
country, with rare and specialized parts plus a custom build 
chain, all set up within the first five years of partnership. 
Money is the least of our worries, but I try not to spoil the 
kids with it. 


“Alright honey,” dad says, “maybe I’ll leave it to you to 
decide what to do with it,” he says, passing it to me. “I just 
feel like I should contribute more, that’s all...” 


“I think we’ll have plenty of time, all of us, to contribute,” 
Brad beams. 


He starts to list off all the things we’ll be doing together. 
The cabin’s a surprise. Dad oversaw the build, along with 
his non-stop running of the real business end of the 
business, so Brad and I can do what we love best, be at 
home with our babies. 


“Skiing, ice fishing... uh, building snowmen... Oh! Don’t 
forget, finding a Christmas tree and decorating it... 
hunting?” 


But I screw my face up. “I draw the line at hunting. Just no.” 


“Okay, no hunting...” he leans in close and whispers what he 
really wants to do with me, locked in a cabin for three 
weeks in the Canadian Rockies. He still makes me blush, 
because it’s exactly what I want him to do to me, and better 
than that. I know he will. 


“Are we nearly ready?” he asks, and I struggle to stay 
focused after hearing his plans for me once we get to the 
cabin. 


It hurt, but once the triplets were on the way, I got rid of 
the Dodge and traded up to a minivan. But today we have a 
ride to the airport, special service from a taxi company, 
who’s right on time. 


“TIl go get the bags stowed,” dad offers and I peck his 
cheek as he passes Brad and I at the front door, Brad 
shoots him a cheeky grin. 


“Thanks, dad!” Brad teases, and dad blushes, I know how 
much he loves that. 


The whole tribe starts to descend, like little monkeys, 
angels, anything that’s small, cute and irresistible. Their 
excitement about our first real family holiday is contagious, 
and we plan to make it a more regular thing now that 
they’ve grown up some more. 


Holidaying while pregnant? I guess IIl get used to it, like 
anything else I do every other day. If I happen to be 
pregnant or birthing for the rest of my adult life, what’s 
wrong with that? It’s the most natural thing in the world 
and I love it. 


“Ready to count them off daddy Stevens?” I ask, and the 
kids all line up in single file, smiling with wide, shining eyes 
and some with glossy, toothless smiles where the tooth 
fairy’s been. 


“Ready to go!” Brad shouts out loud, and they count 
themselves off as they pass by us both, out onto the mini 
bus, ready for the airport. 


“Josh, One... Jane, Two... Mark, Three... Sam, Four... Jaxon, 
Five... Annabelle, Six... Trixie, Seven... Polly, Eight...” 


Mommy and daddy have to count off the rest, they’re either 
still sleeping, or not speaking yet, or in this case, both. 


“Zoe, Nine... Petra, Ten... and baby Ripley, last but certainly 
not least...” Brad says, lowering his voice as he bends down 
to kiss all three babies in the custom stroller he and dad 
designed. 


Before we go, we stand in our doorway, the threshold of our 
family home, arms around each other and we just stand 
there, enjoying the sight and the sudden quiet and calm 
that’s come over the place. 


“And are you ready. Mrs. Stevens?” Brad asks me, always 
checking to see if I need anything, and I nod. Always ready 
to go anywhere with my man. 


“I’m proud of you Riley, you know that?” he says before we 
go. 


“You made each of those wonderful lives, right here, inside 
your wonderful body,” he says, rubbing my belly through my 
sweatshirt, “and I’m honored to be a part of it...” he says, 
kissing my nose gently. 


“And I’m honored you had the sense to claim me when you 
did,” I tell him, standing up on my tippy toes to kiss him 
back, and he picks me up, like I’m light as a feather, 
hugging me close and kissing me deep, as deep and 
powerful as the very first time our lips touched. 


“T love you Riley.” 


“And I love you, Brad. Forever.” 
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